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Introduction. 


The subject of Ghosts and Ghostly happenings has 
always aroused a vast amount of interest, much fear, 
some amusement and varying degrees of ridicule, but in 
recent ,years the names of so many prominent and in- 
fluential people have been directly associated with it 
and used in support of the existence of spiritual intercourse 
that it has become worthy of a careful examination. This 
fact, and the reported reappearance of the “ brown lady ” 
of Raynham Hall, the home of the Marquis Townshend, 
in the latter part of last year, led the Editor of the Home 
Magazine Page of the Daily News, in co-operation with 
the Publishers of this book to invite readers to give their 
experiences in this matter. In extending this invitation 
the Daily News, in its issue of November 6th, 1926, stated : 


““A vast number of people do believe in ghosts—many on 

the most inadequate evidence. But up and down the country, 
in lonely farms, in quiet suburban roads, in London flats— 
in fact, wherever the living dwell and the dead have dwelt, 
there are people who fully believe that they have seen 
mysterious apparitions, sometimes uncanny, sometimes not 
even uncanny, strange noises unaccountable by any human 
agency known to the witness. And these agencies they 
believe to be ghosts. 
_ “Let us find out what these occurrences amount to. We 
ask our readers, in the interests of sober truth, to tell us of 
ghost stories which are authentically within their own know- 
ledge—not the feverish traditional stories of the countryside, 
but the sights and sounds which they themselves have seen 
and heard, or which their friends and neighbours have seen 
and heard, and which have convinced them that ghosts really 
exist. 

“‘Many will hesitate because the story they have to tell, 
though inexplicable, seems so futile; but futility is often 
characteristic of the real living contemporary ghost story as 
distinguished from the blood-curdling romance handed down 
from the past, with dripping hands and clanking chains.” 


As a small recognition of the service rendered by the 
writers of these experiences, a daily prize was given by 
the Daily News for the first ghost story published each 
day during the appearance of the correspondence. It 
was also announced that it was felt that this important 
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body of evidence on a subject of continual controversy 
should not be lost, and, therefore, the Publishers of this 
book undertook to gather into book form the best of the 
stories, and ‘to equally divide a further sum of £20 in 
prizes to the authors of the ten best stories used in this way. 

It was then thought that one book would be adequate 
for the presentation of these selected stories, but the 
response to the Daily News invitation was so enormous, 
that no less than four books of most extraordinary stories 
are now completed and published, and the awards have 
been increased to £40. 

The Editor of these books has read through every story | 
received—some three thousand in all—and endeavoured 
to classify them and then group the various phases of the 
subject under appropriate titles. It has been a tremendous 
undertaking, and the work has occupied several months. 

Every selected story has been reproduced without altera- 
tion of fact, and in almost every case the actual wording 
of the stories has been adhered to. 

The task of scrutinising this’ vast amount of matter 
could be done by only one person where the merits of each 
story were to be judged for the purpose of awarding prizes. 
And that single-handed task had its compensations as 
well as its trials, because it yielded a comprehensive sur- 
vey that could not have been accomplished by collaboration. 

The outstanding feature of this examination was the 
total absence of the really horrible stories of Ghosts that 
have been served out to the public from time to time. 
There was no lack of extraordinary incidents, as the 
stories which we now reproduce will show ; and generally 
there was a wholesome respect for the nature of the great 
subject under consideration. Most of the stories prove 
honesty of purpose on the part of the narrators, and the. 
fact that the writers of some of the most striking occur- 
rences represent every class, from the poor and unlettered, 
to those well-placed in the world, is an indication that the 
subject of Ghosts or Spirits has an amazing interest for 
the public. 

Reverend Gentlemen, Magistrates, Professional Men, 
Nurses, all figure in the list of those whose stories we 
reproduce, and the nature of the great majority of the 
letters received indicates a desire for serious inquiry 
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rather than a mere relation of something to excite or 
frighten. 

All those stories which showed abnormal temperament— 
and there were many of those—have been carefully ex- 
cluded in the preparation of these books, but full advantage 
has been taken of the stories which were sent to explain 
away strange happenings and to relieve the ghostly 
atmosphere with healthy humour. 

We make no claim to attempt to answer the question 
“Do Ghosts exist ?”’; we simply present in the most 
careful manner the best incidents out of the many sent 
to us in support of the Ayes and Nos, and to the many 
who have experienced inexplicable manifestations and 
await an explanation, we can only say that unless such 
can be gleaned from the sequels to supposed Ghostly 
happenings with which this collection of stories is in- 
terspersed, we are afraid this great subject has not yet 
been sufficiently investigated to yield them complete 
satisfaction. 

One thing this vast amount of correspondence has 
proved is, that while the least temperamental of us may 
scoff at the idea of Ghosts, and the humorously inclined 
may find it a happy sporting ground for the exercise of 
wit, there is something which surrounds the lives of a 
large number of apparently sane and decent-living people, 
that cannot be analysed as we are used to analysing 
things in this modern age. And this something is suff- 
ciently diversified to arouse in those who are not immune 
from it feelings varying in degrees between the two extremes 
of uncontrollable dread and deep reverence. To have 
accomplished this alone would have been a complete 
justification for the preparation and publication of these 
books, but we hope something further will be accom- 
plished, namely, to prove the futility, if not the danger, 
of putting on the market literature on this subject of such 
an extravagant nature that it not only injures in its 
undue infliction of terror those who read it, but detrimentally 
affects the merits of a subject which, to those who are in- 
terested in it, has as many claims to investigation as 
Wireless or any other subject of equally uncanny surprises 
and possibilities. 

Having thus dealt with the main aspects of this 
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correspondence, there are two matters which must not be 
overlooked: one is a protest that was included in the 
correspondence—a protest against the publication of 
these Ghost stories, and the other the very emphatic 
““No”’ which is given by several writers to the question 
*“Do you believe in Ghosts ?” | 

Below we give in full the protest referred to, and also 
the principal “‘Nos.’”’ The former, we believe, is suffi- 
ciently answered in the foregoing remarks, and the latter 
constitute another interesting phase of this very interest- 
ing subject. 

For the information of those who may desire to secure 
the whole of the four books in this series or any particular 
one dealing with a special phase of the subject, a full 
description is given on the back of the title page of this 
book. 

The fact that the names and addresses of the writers 
of these stories have been withheld, and also names of 
people and places mentioned in the stories, must not be 
regarded as a reflection upon the truth of the story or the 
. honesty of the writer ; it is essential in the best interests 
of everybody. 

It should also be mentioned that in the case of those 
stories which are set out under headings of Counties or 
Towns it does not follow that the incidents related always 
apply to the Town or County under which they appear; 
they mostly indicate the place from which the story was 
received. 

THE Epiror. 


The stories for which prizes have been awarded are as 
follows :— 


Book No. 1. TRUE GHOST STORIES. 


Old Mother Bishop. 

Out of the Everywhere. 

A Strange S.O.S. 

Jeanie Passes By. 

Saved by the Supernatural. 

A Child’s Vision, and Experiences in Later Life, 
A Convincing Experience. 

A Horrible End. 

The Wail of a Snail, 

Late News. 
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Book No. 2. WARNINGS FROM BEYOND. 


Strange Warnings and Premonitions. 
Saved by His Child. 
A Persistent Warning. 
A Startling Vision. 
Why I Am Convinced. 
Inexplicable Experiences. 

An Unseen Menace. 
The Phantom Organist. 

Remarkable Stories of Ghosts of the Living. 
A Strange Vision. 
A Life-saving Vision. 
Grandmother’s Call. 

Extraordinary Experiences Related by Nurses. 
The White Friar. 
A Wandering Spirit. 


A 


Tall Stories. 
The ‘‘ Tallest ’’ of the ‘‘ Tall.” 
That Was a Good Race. 
The Musician’s Ghost. 


Strange Visions of Animals. 
The Dying Sealyham. 
Book No. 3. UNCANNY solide ence 
’Ow Did ’E Get Out ? 
In the Quiet of the Night.. 
A Gruesome Treasurer. 
The Butterfly Ghost. 
Saved by His Own Ghost. 
A Photographic Mystery. 
The Flying Dutchman. 
A Strange Vision and Its Sequel. 


Book No. 4. . 
GHOSTS IN THE GREAT WAR 
AND 
HAUNTED HOUSES. 


A Pal in Life and Death. 

The Morning of the Ypres Big Push. 
Is there an Explanation ? 

A Dream or a Ghost ? 

An Evil Presence. 

A Strange Story. 

Was It a Curse ? 


LETTERS REFERRED TO IN INTRODUCTION. 

DEaR Sirs,—Noting that this correspondence is transferred to 
you, I venture to think that I can subscribe interesting matter for 
the subject. 

Born seventy-three years ago and passing my early youth in the 
country, it will be understood that story telling was a regular 
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feature of spending evenings, and the “ ghostly ” variety was very 
prevalent, so much that my young mind was saturated with that 
nonsense, and to such an extent that life for me after the passing 
of daylight was a burden. In the dark I fancied seeing ghostly 
shapes and hearing ghostly sounds everywhere. An elder sister 
who was similarly affected and, to some extent, my mother, were 
the only persons who knew of my sufferings, as I would have been 
subject to ridicule from others, who, however, no doubt had a 
touch of the disease themselves. I remember my mother hushing 
the ‘* entertainer ’’ when children were present, and try ng to divert 
the talk into other channels. 

Then happily came the cure. Somehow a book came into my 
hand (probably borrowed by me or for me). I do not remember 
its title. It may have been ‘“‘ Ghosts Laid Bare,’”’ ‘“‘ The Inex- 
plicable Explained,” or ‘‘Common Sense Versus Superstition.” 
It was ghost stories again, just as I had heard them (with variation) 
and quite in line with what the otherwise generally intelligent 
Daily News has been serving us, but with this difference, that 
after each tale a natural explanation of it was given. It must 
have been done very well, fully intelligible for my about thirteen 
years’ mind. The effect was remarkable. I saw how I had been 
fooled, and to my intense relief was cured of all fear. 

You will therefore understand that unless your intended book 
of Ghost Stories or Uncanny Incidents is to be on the same line, 
that is an anti-dose after each dose of poison, I for one condemn 
it in advance. 

I note that it is not all “‘ real ’”’ ghost stories, ‘‘ The Silken Ghost,” 
for example, with its explanations on the line of what I have said 
of the cure book. ‘‘ The Picture in the Fire ” also, but that is so 
evidently ‘“‘ made up ” that it has no place anywhere, least of all 
among the prize winners. / 

As to footsteps on the stairs and ‘‘ mysterious ” slamming of 
doors, I have heard that often as it happens in my own house, 
but prefer to believe they come from the adjoining house and in 
a natural manner rather than in the ghost inventor’s ways. And 
why should ghosts necessarily make noises—-and ordinary, natural, 
commonplace noises to boot ? 

So please stop frightening our children. Leave the ghost culture 
to the savages, where they originate, and if occasions occur give 
them a hand to get over that damned superstition. 

Yours truly, 
W. O. 


This was not meant for publication, but why not? I am sure 
it is far superior to anything else that will appear in your book 
and ought to have first prize. 


The following story is true, down to the minutest detail. One 
night I had a dream and saw an angel bending over me and folding 
his wings in a protective manner about my sleeping form. So 
vivid was the dream that I awoke—not altogether in dread because 
the face and posture of the angel held nothing but kindness, love 
and protection. 
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When I awoke, however, the vision did not fade just at once, 
and I made a cry of awe and, probably, of fear. This awoke my 
husband and he gently reassured me and soothed me, and, not 
to disturb him further, I calmed myself to sleep, determined to 
say nothing of my dream till next day. 

After lunch on the following day, therefore, when we were having 
our customary half-hour’s rest and chat, I opened the subject 
of the dream, and was about to relate it when he stopped me, 
saying he was sure he had seen my dream, and begged me to let 
him relate the dream first. I did so, and was much amazed that 
he had seen my dream exactly as I had done, and could relate the 
appearance and attitude of the angel in every particular. Did 
either of us think we had seen a ghost or apparition? Neither 
of us thought so. 

The truth of the matter was that my dream had been so vivid 
and real that even after I awoke the impression of the vision was 
still on my brain and took a little time to fade away, and my 
husband’s sympathy was so alive to my distress, and his mind 
so much in tune with mine, that my mind, as it were, photographed 
to his mind the vision which I saw. 

Such happenings as these are merely scientific, not supernatural ; 
but in this case both my husband and myself would probably 
think we had seen a ghost had it not been that our education had 
led us into scientific studies in face of which we knew we had not 
seen a ghost. The present day vogue in spiritualism and kindred 
subjects, which shows the God of Love and the Creator of the 
Universe as a small-minded creature,who amuses Himself frightening 
us poor mortals, is nothing but pure ignorance, and deserves to 
be put down as such. To try to get into touch with the Almighty 
by such trickery, for instance, as table-rapping, is simply blasphemy. 


I do not believe in ghosts, except as the result of our own 
imaginations. In ‘“‘ Hamlet” (Act III., Scene IV.), when the 
ghost enters, only Hamlet sees it. His mother, the Queen, not 
seeing it, thinks him mad. That ghost is merely one conjured 
up by Hamlet’s imagination. By continually thinking about, 
and brooding over, the fact that he has not yet avenged his father’s 
murder, the accusing ghost appears to him. After he has ex- 
plained matters to his mother, she rightly says: ‘‘ This is the very 
coinage of your brain, this bodiless creation.” Similarly, Brutus 
alone is visited by the ghost of Cesar. Only Macbeth sees the 
ghost of Banquo in his place at the table, and says, ‘‘ The table’s 
full.”” Lennox, with surprise, replies, ‘“‘ Here’s a place reserved, 
sir.”’ 

During my lifetime I have seen only one of these ghosts of the 
imagination. During the last year of the Great War (I was only 
eight years old), there were many horrible stories in circulation 
among my schoolfellows about the Kaiser. What an effect they 
had on my imagination! I could go nowhere in the dark alone. 
Even when accompanied, I saw awful phantoms ; sometimes bold 
and prominent, sometimes misty and indistinct, but always with 
spiked helmets—and always Kaisers! As soon as it grew dark 
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my life was. a perfect misery. I was thankful I did not sleep alone. 
When the war ended these ghosts gradually faded and, again, 
I could venture in the dark alone ! 

I am sure that people imagine the ghosts they see in lonely woods 
and on lonely heaths. The weird noises they hear are natural— 
perhaps magnified by their imaginations. Even when not magni- 
fied, the sighing and shrieking of the wind in the trees and the 
mournful hootings of the owl are very eerie ! 


I am only a working woman, and not highly educated, but 
I feel I must put a pen to your ghost problem. Well, I don’t 
believe in them; there are none. Would any sensible person, 
having lost their dearest and best, like to feel their spirits were 
mot at rest? Why, Flanders field would be white with ghosts. 
I believe that nervous people often fancy they see things, as I 
have proved, having lost a dear sister, whose mind became un- 
balanced through a nervous breakdown. She used to tell us all 
sorts of things she saw, but, thank God, we have never seen her 
ghost. But I believe there are times when we are downcast and 
warned by a kind of telepathy of impending illness or death among 
dear ones, but only at times. I have proved this also. No, sir, 
no Christian people believe in ghosts. 


“Many years ago I was helping my father to build a house, on 
the side of a main road, near a large village in Lincolnshire. It 
was early autumn, and the house was nearing completion. A 
workman was left in charge during the night, but on one occasion, 
owing to the sudden illness of his wife, he was unable to fulfil 
his duty, and I elected to remain and take charge. It wasa 
beautiful night, and the moon was in full. I had made a fire in 
a middle room, and by the light from a candle, I read through an 
interesting novel by Harrison Ainsworth. I looked at the time: 
it was close on midnight. I blew out the light and closed my 
eyes, the happenings which I had just read in the novel rapidly 
passing through my mind. The silence was intense: the loneli- 
ness complete. Suddenly I was startled by a crash and the sound 
of falling glass on the front-room floor. Feeling sure that someone 
passing had hurled a broken brick through one of the large bay-— 
window panes, I rushed upstairs, and from one of the windows 
which overlooked the road, and from which a long distance could 
be seen both ways, I looked to see in which direction the culprit 
had gone. Not \a soul was to be seen; not a sound was to be 
heard! Then I went to inspect the damage. Every pane was 
intact, and there was not a fragment of glass on the floor ! 

Later in life, I have found, on more than one occasion, what 
tricks one’s imagination and thoughts can play; how they can 
conjure up pictures, and faces and forms, not only of those we 
know, but of those we have known, which the eyes, acting in unison, 
will, under varying circumstances, place momentarily before you. 

The writer “ Norfolk,” in your issue of the 17th inst., had this 
experience when he saw the face at the window. 

No, I do not believe in ghosts ! | 
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STRANGE WARNINGS AND 
PREMONITIONS 


Saved by His Child 


IF ghost and spirit are synonymous, then the following is 
an absolute fact which I can vouch for. When our little 
Edith was five years of age, she was pitched out of an 
old-fashioned go-cart on to her head, and brain fever set 
in. Just at that time, I was about to go to the south of 
Ireland to superintend the erection of a corn-elevator. 
As it was imperative I should go, I left word to send on 
full particulars regarding Edith as often as possible. Six 
weeks passed, during which time we had the framework 
of the elevator erected, and, to save going down the ladder 
as much as possible, we rigged up an endless pulley and 
rope. Many a time the other workmen and myself used 
to slip a leg round the two ropes and so slide down to 
the jetty below. I had been receiving letters regularly 
informing me of Edith’s progress, when, just about this 
period (six weeks), I had one saying she had had a change. 
Two mornings later, I was going towards the rope to slide 
down as usual, when, all at once, the ghost of little Edith 
confronted me and pointed to the ladder behind. I felt 
a curious sensation pass through me like that of which 
they say, “‘ someone is passing over your grave.’’ Anyhow, 
I went down the ladder. Mark the sequel: the very 
next thing sent up on the rope, the rope broke. Later, 
when I got to my digs, there was a telegram stating Edith 
had passed away. That turned me from a materialist to 
a believer in an after life. | | 
Suz 
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A Persistent Warning 


I Hap been about five years married. My husband was a 
_ pukka business man, healthy and strong, and we were 
the possessors of two dear little girls, and very happy. 
As usual, we started on our summer holiday, but, after 
the second week, I noticed a distinct change in my 
husband; he looked tired and ill, and he was very irrit- 
able. He made no complaint and said he was all right ; 
but I felt anxious to get home. It was on the night 
after our return that I went to bed feeling very tired 
and soon dropped off into a heavy sleep, but was 
suddenly awakened and heard the clock strike twelve. 
I rubbed my eyes and listened, and then I saw distinctly 
leaning on the foot of my bed, a nurse in uniform, 
with head bowed down. It gave me a start and I 
called out ‘‘ Nurse.’’ This awoke my hubby, and he 
was ever so cross. I turned my head to tell him, but, 
when I looked again, she was gone. Of course, he 
said it was a dream, but it was not, and I slept no more 
that night. I did not mention the matter to anyone, 
fearing they would laugh at me. But the next night, 
I was awakened by my elder little girl calling. I went 
to her and found she was greatly frightened. She 
said a nurse had wakened her, and described the vision 
as I had seen it. I got into her bed, but it was a long 
time before she went off to sleep. It worried me so 
much that I sent for mother, and, before I had time 
to tell her anything, I heard the child telling her just 
as she had told me. Mother laughed about it and said 
she would stay all night. Imagine what I felt like 
when, just as the clock was striking twelve, mother 
called out: ‘‘ The ‘nurse’ has awakened me.’’ My 
husband was furious at being wakened, as he said, by 
hysterical women, but in the morning we all looked so 
ill—_my husband particularly so—that, without telling 
us, mother sent for the doctor. When she told my 
husband, he was furious, put on his hat and went 
out. I was sitting at the window waiting for doctor, 
when an ambulance drove up. I rushed to the gate 
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and was met by the nurse. Then, out slipped the 
doctor. They carried my husband in. He had fallen 
in a faint in the road, just as doctor was on his way 
to the house. He sent for an ambulance, and the 
nurse came with it. I tried hard to get nurse to stay 
with me, but she could not. My husband had a terrible 
illness from which he never recovered properly. Nurse 
often came in person to see me. Then, one day, I had 
the sad news brought to me that ‘‘ pneumonia ’’ had 
claimed her. But, up to the time of my husband’s 
death, I often saw her and knew it was to prepare me 
for some trouble. As the clock was striking twelve mid- 
night on December 21/96, nurse came to me again. I 
could not sleep, and put my hand under the pillow 
to get my flashlight. The flashlight would not 
work, so I felt for my husband’s. He said his was out 
of order but he would take them in the morning to be 
repaired. Those were his last words. Later, I found 
him dead, but I have never seen nurse since. 


A Startling Vision 


My wife had gone into the town to shop, taking with 
her Bill, the  bull-mastiff. Because! ofa cold; 
Christopher, aged five, our small son, had remained at 
home with me. We sat by the fireside in the all-but- 
dark, listening-in. The time must have been five- 
twenty; for the Children’s Hour had begun about five 
minutes before. Without warning, in the midst of an 
Uncle’s delectable nonsense, Christopher gave a queer, 
low cry. I looked at him. In horror, I saw that his 
eyes were gleaming like a beast’s, changing from green 
to red, and from red to green. The low cry was 
repeated ; it was like a husky snarl, canine or vulpine— 
assuredly not human. | 

I sprang forward and caught the boy to me. He was 
shivering, his face. like death. Slowly, the snarling 
died; the eyes lost their horrible gleaming. He said, 
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sobbing: ‘‘ They’re killing my Bill. He’s dead, my 
poor Bill.” 

Shortly afterwards, my wife arrived in a taxi, very 
much shaken. An Alsatian dog had gone mad in the 
High Street. Chased by an excited crowd, it had 
leapt at my wife, and knocked her down. But for 
Bill, it would have bitten her. Bill had flung himself 
-at the Alsatian’s throat; the two dogs had fought; in 
the midst of their fighting, a vet had shot them both. 
That was at five-twenty. 

There is no explanation. Obvious theories suggest 
themselves. The sole sure facts are that Christopher 
- idolised Bill, and that the boy was as if possessed, at 
' the moment of the dog’s death. 


Why I am (Conyinced 


I was visiting a cousin who had, like myself, lost a 
fine boy in the Flying Corps, and in the same Flight. 

Naturally our talk was of them and the war. 
“* Do you believe in the Angels of Mons?’’ I asked. 
** Certainly,’’ he replied. ‘‘ Why not? I will tell you 
an experience of my own. When I was first appointed 
to this living, I happened to be alone in the rectory one 
night, and the parish being only a few miles from my 
boyhood’s home, the memories of my youth returned. 
The days when I lived at Bowes and attended 
Dotheboy’s Hall, the young Smiths (alias Squeers) were 
my playmates, and a great friendship grew up between 
Miss Smith and myself. 

““ IT sat thinking of old times until feeling tired, and 
seeing it was ten o’clock, I decided to go to bed. 

‘“On my way upstairs I saw, to my utter astonish- 
ment, my old friend, but before I could speak she 
vanished. 

‘“ The next morning, her brother called to tell me she 
had died at ten o’clock the previous night. Having 
held a curacy in a distant part of the country, I had 
not seen her for two or three years, so had had no idea 
that she was ill. This incident confirmed my belief in 
ghosts.’’ 
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Heralds of (Calamity 


Do ghosts revisit the earth to warn us of coming 
calamity ? 

I do not know. But I know that the strange 
happenings in the house in which I lived in a Midland 
city were succeeded by an event of the direct conse- 
'quénce to us all. 

Our household consisted of my friend—a man in the 
mid-thirties with whom I lodged—his wife, and three 
young children. The first intimation of anything 
peculiar came from my friend, who told me he had 
heard queer noises, after midnight, coming from an 
untenanted house not far from our own. We went 
together the following night and stood in the deserted 
suburban road, in the small hours, about twenty yards 
from the house. 

It was an empty villa, with large staring windows, 
standing by itself close to the road. Almost at once 
we were startled by a loud noise coming from the 
house. I can only liken it to the extremely rapid draw- 
ing up of a Venetian blind. It occurred several times 
at short intervals. Then, after a period of silence, it 
came again. My friend seemed nervous and we 
hurried away. I confessed myself nonplussed and 
intended to investigate it, but more uncanny happen- 
ings effaced it from my mind. 

Two nights later, my friend and his wife and myself 
were sitting round the kitchen fire after midnight—a 
habit we had. Suddenly there was a _ loud report, 
almost like a pistol shot, that seemed to come from 
beneath the kitchen floor. I was startled, and I saw 
that the faces of both my friend and his wife were 
white and scared. We sat without moving, but it did 
mot recur. Then I learned that they had both heard 
the noise only a few nights before when they were 
alone. 

‘* Someone in the family is going to die,’’ said my 
friend’s wife, ‘‘ I trust and pray ‘t is not one of the 


’ 
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children.’ I begged her to dismiss such an idea from 
her mind, but she only shook her head. 

The following week I was away for two nights. On 
my return, my friend told me they had been scared 
almost out of their wits in the night by something out- 
side their bedroom door. 

‘‘ We were startled from sleep simultaneously,’’ he 
said, ‘‘ and dared not move. Something struck our 
bedroom door with a terrific thud. So heavy was the 
blow I thought the door must be smashed. The sound 
was as though someone had hurled a heavy sack of 
potatoes at the door with full force. We were too 
scared to get out of bed. No further sound was heard, 
and, in the morning, there was no sign whatever that 
anything had struck the door. ty 

‘¢ And now I must tell you,’’ added my friend, ‘‘ that 
this has occurred once before, though not so loud, and 
as evidently you had not heard it we decided to say 
nothing. But, after last night, we have decided to 
leave this house as soon as possible. My wife thinks 
something sinister is going to happen.’’ 

It did—my friend left, but not in the manner he 
anticipated. A few weeks later he died in my arms. 
An attack of double pneumonia carried him off in three 
days, and he left a wife and three children to face the 
future unprovided for. 

His death occurred, as near as could be ascertained, 
at the same time after midnight that the uncanny 
** warnings ’’ had been heard. 


t Forker wad Baby 


SOME thirty years ago, my father, then a young man 
of twenty-eight, died in his sleep. For months after 
his death my mother, in her sleep, used to go searching 
for him, but, though in her dreams she tried to find him, 
she could never do so. Six months after~his death, a - 
posthumous baby, a boy, was born. One night, when 
the baby was eie+t months old, my mother, in her 
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dreams, set out on the old search, and, to her surprise, 
on coming downstairs, saw him seated in the kitchen 
with the baby on his knee, and very joyfully she greeted 
him—but he quickly disappeared, taking the baby with 
him. 

~ Three days later, the baby, a normal healthy child, 
died of acute peritonitis. 

We have always regarded my father’s appearance as 
a message of the baby’s death, and, singularly enough, 
on the few occasions since when my mother has had a 
similar vision it has always been followed by trouble 
of a grave sort. 


The White Stag of the New Forest 


WE were all unimaginative and prosaic. working 
people, with not much belief in things occult or super- 
natural. In August, 1912, a friend and I decided to 
spend our annual fortnight in the country. We 
secured board at a farmhouse in West Sussex, or, to 
be correct, the house was built in two counties, the 
west wing being in Hampshire. The place was nine 
miles from Chichester and five from Emsworth, Hants, 
situated nearly on the ridge of a high down. Beneath 
the down, the New Forest started in a long straggly 
sweep to Emsworth, bearing thence, westward to 
Hampshire. There was a story firmly believed in by 
a great many people (not a few educated sensible folk, 
too) that a white stag haunted a wide area of the 
forest, and anyone seeing the apparition would have 
trouble of some kind within the year. On one occasion, 
the eldest son of the house drove his mother, my friend, 
and myself to a féte at a village some six miles distant. 
Three and a_ half miles of the journey was through 
magnificent forest drives. After having supper at 
some friends of my host’s, we returned on our home- 
ward drive about ten thirty. It was a very bright 
moonlight night. About a mile through the forest, the 
road suddenly developed into a green tunnel formed 


by the trees growing on high banks on either side and 
B 
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meeting in a dense canopy overhead. When about 
halfway through, the mare stopped sharply, nearly 
throwing us from the trap, and began to tremble 
violently. When I turned to look from the back seat I 
saw what I thought was either a sheep or goat stand- 
ing directly in the middle of the drive. The creature 
stood for the space of a minute or so, then leapt into ~ 
the undergrowth. After much persuasion, the mare 
was started again. On reaching home, the son said 
‘* Well, we’ve seen it; what’s going to happen now??’’ 
His mother, my friend, and I laughed, firmly believing 
the moonlight had _ played tricks through the leafy 
branches with some stray sheep or goat. We thought 
no more of the legend. Here is the sequel: About 
seven months after, a friend in Chichester wrote tell- 
ing us that the young farmer was dead. When return- 
ing home from the steep down above his home his horse 
had plunged into a hollow, throwing its rider. Some 
labourers found him, soon after the accident. He was 
terribly injured and was dead when they carried him 
home to his widowed mother. It was a shock to all 
of us at home, but, still, I do not know what to think 
about the ‘‘ White Stag ’”’ legend. Perhaps it was 
only a stray goat or sheep and the moonlight, and the 
accident was just simply the outcome of mischance, or— 
well I leave it for others to think what they will, very 
many people whose veracity you could not possibly 
doubt believed in the apparition. 


A Warning of Danger 


To complete my training, I was taking up a special 
branch of nursing in a small hospital under women 
doctors, in a very low neighbourhood. 

I happened to be on night duty with a junior—a young 
untrained girl. One night, about 11.30, reports and 
last rounds being just over, the house-surgeon left a 
packet of letters for the last post. The girl went to 
post them across the road—several houses down was 
the post pillar. | 
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I was downstairs, and something said to me: 
*“Run up, that girl is in danger!’’ I rushed up to 
the front door, turning on the full light, and, there, 
nearly opposite the house, was the nurse, in her cap 
and apron, surrounded by men! 

I waved my arm to her, and called out in a loud 
cheerful voice: ‘‘ Come along, nurse! Come along !’’ 
The men vanished, and the girl came across to me. 
When she got in she said: ‘‘ How did you know?’’ 
I said: ‘* Your guardian angel sent me to save you.” 


— 


A Compact 


DurINnG the war a great friend of mine who lived in a 
military town took in an army captain as boarder. 

This friend was a widow with two sons. The 
authorities allowed one son to remain at home to look 
after the mother and sister, the other being called up. 
The two lads talked things over and decided that the 
elder should remain at home, as he had a better position 
and could do better for his mother. He also promised 
that if his brother fell in action he would take care of 
the mother. 

Some months afterwards, the officer who was billeted 
in the house said that, owing to staff work, he would 
not be home that night. 

About ten o’clock my friend heard the garden gate 
click. She said to Tom, her son, ‘‘ The captain has 
come in after all.’’ Tom thought this so unlikely that 
he went into the captain’s room, but no one was there. 
He opened the front door and stepped into the garden. 
Standing by the gate was his brother in full kit and 
with a wound in his temple. He ran forward—the lips 
of the soldier formed ‘‘ mother ’’, and—there was no 
one there. 

A day or two afterwards word came that Will had 
been killed in action that same night. 

We believe he came to remind his brother of their 
compact, made before he went away. 


20 WARNINGS FROM BEYOND 


The Hand on the Wheel 


I was third officer of the ‘‘ Orroway ’’ (not vessel’s 
name but it will suffice), and we were coasting down 
from Shanghai to Hong Kong in  squally, hazy 
weather—proper ‘‘ China coast ’’ weather. 

It was during my watch on the bridge and we were 
expecting to see Lamock’s Light at any moment. 
Chilly—everything clammy to the touch—my oilskins 
wet and gleaming as the dim light of the binnacle fell 
on them in my steady striding across the bridge. 

Time passed, as I peered out ahead and to star- 
board, to the right where I expected to see the light. 

A call from the helmsman, and I walked quickly 
amidships to the wheel. The helm had apparently 
jammed and the ship was falling off her course away 
to seaward—away from the shore. 

I could not move the wheel, it seemed as if it was | 
held, but, when the ship had fallen off several points 
and was heading seaward, I felt the resistance slacken 
and the wheel turn, almost as if I had given the order 
“« *midships ’’. I steadied the ship, but, as I tried to 
bring her back to the original course, the resistance 
seemed to stiffen again. 

Two sharp rings of the lookout’s gong diverted my 
attention seaward again; a glance showed me the fitful 
gleam of Lamock’s Light—nearly ahead—showing that 
the ship had been running into danger, due, no doubt, to 
the current. 

As I moved the wheel, the ship answered her helm, 
and I set her on a safe course and called the captain. 

Examination by the engineers showed the steering 
gear to be.“\all ‘correct.’?) Wet; but. forthe “acc 
dental ’’ jamming of the wheel, or, rather, the refusal 
of the wheel to turn in a particular direction, the 
‘* Orroway ’? would have inevitably joined the hulks: 
that sleep beneath the waters by the Lamock’s Light- 
house, China. 
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The Old Woman 


My father, who was Irish, told some bloodcurdling 
ghost stories occasionally. His absolute belief in all 
that he related and the dreadful creepiness of the inci- 
dents convinced me that Ireland was a queer country 
and the Irish a superstitious lot. 

The following narration will show why I, from 
amusedly accepting his ‘‘ yarns ’’ and temperament as 
Irish, did, in one short minute, accept the fact that he 
had good cause for superstition, in one instance at any 
rate. 

When he was a child of eight, he awoke one night, 
at his home in the south of Ireland, to see an old woman 
slowly walking towards his mother’s bed. 

There was no light in the room, yet he was able to 
distinctly describe the old woman and her clothing to 
his frightened mother, whom he had awakened with 
terrified cries when he saw the figure vanish. He 
remembered his parents exchanging glances as he tried, 
between his sobs, to tell them what he had seen. 

Two days later his mother died in child birth. 

Twenty years rolled by, and, when I was a child of 
four, my father had occasion to be out very late one 
night. My young mother was lying ill at the time. 

It was near midnight when he approached the 
corner of the street in which we lived, in a town in 
South Wales. 

There was not a soul about, but, as he turned the 
corner, a cold terror gripped his heart. He did not 
look back; he heard no sound, yet he knew that some- 
one was behind him. 

He hurried forward, too fear-stricken to run, too 
terrified to turn and face It. Our house was scarcely 
one hundred yards away from the corner of the street. 

There was a string attached to the inside lock on the 
door. It hung out through a small hole pierced in the 
wood near the lock. In frightful bungling haste, he 
grasped the string and, as he pulled it, looked quickly 
around. Within a yard of him stood the figure of an 
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old woman, bent, with a shawl over her shoulders—the 
woman he had seen in Ireland twenty years before. 

My mother died a few days later. Ten months ago 
my father, who was now fifty years of age, met with 
a very severe accident. His right leg had to be ampu- 
tated. The day following the operation I went to the 
hospital to see him. 

It was not visiting day, so the corridors through 
which I had to pass, were, for most part, empty. 

As I approached the door of the ward in which my 
father was lying, I suddenly became aware of an old 
woman, bent, hatless, with a shawl across her shoulders, 
standing just inside. 

For one terrible second my heart stopped. Then as | 
the figure, so full of dread for me, faded. from my 
sight, I turned and rushed, like one demented, from 
the horror-filled place. 

Words will not describe the cold dread at my heart, 
when we were hastily called that night, to see my 
father die. 


A Ghostly Warning 

WuiLe residing in the Midlands I had as next-door 
neighbours an elderly couple, Mr. and Mrs. C. One 
night I was awakened by a terrific gale, which momen- 
tarily seemed about to smash in the windows, and, 
later, there was a loud crash—the roof of the next house 
had been blown in and had fallen into the bedrooms. 

This is an authentic account of what was told me by 
my two neighbours next day: While the storm was at 
its height, Mrs. C., who could not sleep, heard three 
distinct and rather loud knocks at the foot of the bed. 
In a fright she waked her husband, and told him what 
she had heard, imploring him to get up. He pacified 
her by assuring her it was only some noise made out- 
side by the wind, and he then dropped off to sleep 
again. Soon afterwards, he was once more awakened 
by his wife, who had become somewhat hysterical, as 
she said she had again heard three loud raps on the bed, 
and she insisted on going downstairs, asking Mr- C. to 
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accompany her. To quiet her, he did so, and they left 
the bedroom. Hardly had they done this when the roof 
fell in with a crash, and part of it fell upon the bed 
where the couple had been sleeping. 

No real explanation of the “‘ raps ’’ has since been 
forthcoming, but Mrs. C. is quite satisfied that on that 
awful night some ghostly visitant had been deputed to 
give the warning which saved her husband’s life and 
her own. eles 


A River Tragedy 


SOMEWHERE about fifty-five years ago, my mother, then 
a young girl of eighteen, was going on a visit to a girl 
friend whose father had a farm near Ballater. 

My mother was driving herself and a servant man 
was sitting in the back seat of the dog cart. 

Just where the river Gairn joins the Dee, where the 
Dee is visible from the road, and where at that time 
there was a footpath along the water side, my mother 
was looking towards the river (it was late but it was a 
lovely moonlight night), when she suddenly saw one of 
the farm hands, who had been on her friend’s farm for 
many years, walk right into the river. 

My mother was shocked and both she and the man, 
who, because of his position, had seen nothing, ran to 
the river to the rescue of the man, but, though they 
searched diligently, they saw no trace of him. | 

They drove on as speedily as possible to the farm 
for help, but what was their astonishment to see the 
very man they thought drowned standing there very 
much alive. 

Though the river was searched and inquiries made in 
the neighbourhood no body was found nor was anyone 
reported missing’; yet my mother was certain she had 
seen some one walk into the water. 

On the first anniversary of that occurrence, it was a 
similar clear starry night with snow on the ground, 
and, that night, the man actually slipped at the same 
spot, as was seen by the marks on the snow, and his 
body was found in the river next day. 


24 WARNINGS FROM BEYOND 


Three Stories from Wiltshire 


EARLY in 1914 we discovered that a brother of twenty 
had diabetes, and, as we lived out in the country, I 
took him to Birmingham to consult a famous Eastern 
doctor, as a last hope, although I expected him to 
live three months or more. 

Having seen him one afternoon, looking as usual, I 
thought it queer that, as I went away, he seemed to 
look at me as if he read my whole soul and thanked 
me, with an awful sense of finality, for all I may have 
done. I casually left my immediate whereabouts with 
the sister in case of being wanted, and, going to my 
apartments, retired early—about seven thirty, feeling 
a little depressed. When asleep, a presence seemed 
to float all round the room trying to attract my atten- 
tion, but, being asleep, I had no power to move or 
answer. I tried to wake myself but could not, and just 
waited. At twelve, my landlady came to tell me a 
policeman had a message for me, and I said ‘‘ Thank 
God you woke me up, he’s been wanting me for ages.”’ 

The policeman had had the message at eight o’clock, 
but, being alone on duty, had to wait until another 
one came. I ran from Gravelly Hill to Edgbaston in a 
thunderstorm—except for a small taxi ride—and found 
my brother in a state of coma. 

At eight o’clock he had asked for me and had then 
gone into a state of coma, from which he didn’t recover, 
and died at three-twenty. 

This was the first of such experiences for me, but I 
have had others since; and, incidentally, it was the 
first time I saw death. 


TEN years ago I had a charming little sister of six years 
of age whom everyone idolised, she being born much 
later in my parents’ life. One night, I woke with a 
terribly painful throat and was unable to get to sleep 
again owing to the pain of it. As I was perfectly 
all right when I went to bed, I rather wondered about it, 
but, remembering I used to have quinsies most 
winters, I thought this was the beginning of one. I 
; & 
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debated whether I would go out in the morning or 
not. 

In the morning I was perfectly well, so I thought I 
must have dreamt it. 

The letters did not arrive until late, and there was 
one to say the child was dead—but no details. I 
dashed home into the country, to be met at the door by 
a uniformed nurse who said ‘‘ You cannot come in, 
not even over the step, your sister has died of diphtheria, 
suddenly.”’ 

I was only allowed to line the grave with snowdrops, 
and cover the earth around with them and not visit my 
home before returning to Birmingham to my duties, 
because the whole house had to be fumigated. 

Every year there is a snow-white carpet on that 
grave, the seeds having had time to grow from the 
flowers strewn. 


OnE night during the war, while staying with friends 
in Birmingham, I suddenly woke from my sleep con- 
scious of the smell of burning and in my dreams I had 
just seen what I thought to be a ship on fire. I was 
simply bathed in perspiration and terribly frightened. 
But, quite soon, I fell asleep again and quite distinctly 
saw a burial at sea which seemed to keep _ being 
repeated. 

As I had then never seen a battleship, or a burial at 
sea, and yet could describe everything in detail next 
morning, my friends thought it rather queer. I 
requested them to put down the date. I had a brother 
in the Navy, and I was hoping that nothing had 
happened to him. 

It was before wireless was general. Eventually, it 
proved to be the night of the Falkland Island Battle 
when my brother had been in action on the H.M.S. 
** Carnarvon,’’ and was slightly wounded. 

What I had seen actually happened. This particular 
brother was a great favourite of mine and, eventually, 
died in action, though not then. The only thing found 
on him were two little snapshots of me stained with 
sea water; the rest of his possessions were 
never accounted for. 
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A Shopping Expedition 


Ir is always with some diffidence that one recalls 
any supernatural experience, because, afterwards, there 
exists a doubt as to whether it was merely an hallucina- 
tion due to nervous disorder or environment, 

The following incident occurred several years ago, 
but it still remains a vivid impression. I was quite 
young, and without any leaning towards the psychic. 
I was living with my parents at Wimbledon Park. 
Throughout the day I had not felt depressed, and, with- 
out any misgiving, I heard my mother arranging to go 
shopping with my aunt the following day. On going to 
bed I lay awake, blinking lazily, waiting for sleep to 
overtake me, when, suddenly, I saw the outline of a 
fizure—a feminine figure—coming towards me. It was 
my mother dressed ready to go out. I called her; she 
did not answer, and I remained there watching, 
fascinated. She passed by the bed, and appeared to 
be going through a large door—a door which, likewise, 
-was visionary. The moment she attempted to pass 
through, a mysterious hand barred the way, and, 
eventually, she turned back, and disappeared from my 
ken. 

The next day I was thoroughly depressed, and I 
begged my mother to forego her shopping expedition 
with my aunt, as I felt positive something terrible would 
happen. She smiled but insisted on going. My 
importunity delayed her, and she left an hour later 
than she intended. During her absence I was ill at 
ease, and continually sat wondering if all was well. 

When I heard the key in the door I ran quickly and 
opened it. My mother and aunt confronted me, and I 
breathed a sigh of relief. Mother seemed rather white 
and perturbed, as if labouring under some great 
emotion, and she clasped me tightly in her arms and 
kissed me. | 

** Are you all right, mother?’’ I questioned anxiously. 
““'Yes, dear,’’ she answered. ‘‘ You were right, my 
child. Just as we got to Clapham Junction there was 
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a great cry of fire and—and we stood and watched 
Arding and Hobbs’ in flames.’’ 

‘* Then I—I—-’’ I was unable to express my thoughts, 
and mother, gathering me into her arms again, said, 
‘‘ T ought to have believed you, child. It was a message 
from Someone who cares.”’ 

** Yes, mother,’’ I answered. ‘‘ Someone always 
watches over us. .I often feel that they are very close.’’ 


In Far Away Rhodesia 


WHEN I was a boy, a child named Ernest Burgess took 
a great liking to me. Being fatherless, he looked upon 
me as his protector. After leaving school, I joined 
the Cape Mounted Police, and the parting caused the 
boy great grief. A few years after, I was tethering 
my horse out at dusk, out in far away Rhodesia, when 
** Ernie ’’ appeared to me on the veldt with outstretched 
arms. I made an effort to reach him—but he vanished 
into space. Returning home on leave, a few years 
after, I arrived at my station after midnight, and, on 
the way home, had to pass my old chum’s cottage. 
I had decided to knock him up, but decided to await 
the next day. However, on approaching the gate there 
stood the lad with open arms. I cried ‘‘ Ernie,’’ and 
I distinctly heard him reply ‘‘ Harry.’’ Then he dis- 
appeared down the path into the cottage. I stood 
frozen for a few seconds, then made for home. I 
immediately told my people of the affair, and great 
was my surprise when they told me he had been dead 
years. I visited his old mother the next day, and she 
informed me that Ernest had passed away calling 
bitterly for me the very time he had appeared to me 
thousands of miles away. The old lady added, 
*“ Ernie has been waiting for you to return home, and 
now you have done so—he is gone to rest.’’ Strange 
to say I have passed the cottage many times since, at 
all hours, but have never seen him since. 
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The Butler's ‘Return 


ALTHOUGH personally I have never seen a ghost, nor, 
for that matter, do I ever wish to see one, I do believe 
in ghost stories which have been told me by people of 
whose sanity and love of truth I am convinced. The 
following was told me by my dear mother many years 
ago. As she lay awake one night, she heard strange 
noises in the dining-room just below her bedroom—a 
man’s footsteps pacing up and down, halting now and 
then, the clinking of glasses and china, the tinkling of 
silver being handled. She did not wish to disturb my 
father, who had been ailing lately, and had just fallen 
asleep. After an hour or more the’ sounds 
died away and when, the next morning, my 
mother went downstairs, everything in the dining- 
room seemed normal and the things were in 
their usual place. But the maid seemed perturbed and 
this was her explanation, when my mother asked her 
the reason why she seemed upset. ‘‘ Well, ma’am, I 
heard such funny goings-on in the dining-room, and as 
we had them burglars last year, I fetched the gardener. 
Both of us listened at the door and peeped through the 
key-hole; the moon made everything as plain as day- 
light, but, although the noises continued, we could not 
see anyone. The spoons and glasses moved, as if John 
was laying the table—we were scared but did not like 
to disturb the master !’” 

In the evening, my parents had a message from one 
of Berlin’s big hospitals, that an aged butler had died 
during the night of fever; during his delirium he 
talked all the time as if he were still with them, serv- 
ing at table during a dinner-party. You can imagine 
how touched my parents were by this news. He had 
been with them many years and my father had helped 
him to emigrate to America. As time went on, they 
lost sight of each other, and when he returned to the 
old country once more he fell ill before he had time to 
call on my parents, which those at the hospital informed 
us had been his last wish. 
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Mother and Son 


Tue letter in Tuesday’s Daily News describing the 
visitation of the spirit of the soldier son to his father, 
brought back, in a very vivid manner, a somewhat 
similar experience of my mother’s. 


She was a stern Methodist and we children were all 
brought up in a strict religious atmosphere and were 
not allowed to indulge in any ‘‘ ideas’’ or sentiment. 


My eldest brother went to South Africa and had only 
been there a year when my mother came to visit me. 
(I was in business a few miles away and only went 
home for week-ends.) 


I stayed with friends and, while having tea with one 
particular friend, I questioned my mother about look- 
ing so worried and being so quiet. 


‘* Ah! ’’—-she said—‘‘ I had such a strange dream 
Monday night. I was in the room looking towards 
the ‘ glass door’ which opens to the road, when I 
thought I heard someone open the door. I looked up 
and there was C. standing in that doorway. He had 
his old brown bag in his hand and had on the bowler 
hat and overcoat he wore when he went away. 
‘ Hullo! ’—I said—‘ come home again? You did not 
stay long then?’ He never replied but looked at me 
for a few moments, did not attempt to come into the 
room, then disappeared. 


‘“ IT hope C. is all right,’’ my mother added, ‘‘ I can’t 
help but feel worried.’’ My friend and I tried to 
persuade her it was nothing to worry about; dreams 
were always supposed to have a contrary meaning, etc. 
~ Anyhow, the next day, my mother had a cablegram 
from South Africa to say that C. was dangerously ill, 
and, on the next day, one saying he was buried. 


In a few weeks we heard from friends in S. A. that 
C. had been taken seriously ill on that very night my 
mother had the dream and had been conveyed to a 
local hospital where he died in a few days. 
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My mother has since passed on, but my friend and I 
often discuss my mother’s dream and wonder whether 
it was the love between mother and son which brought 
his ‘‘ spirit’? home on that particular night. 


©“ A Disembodied Visitant’”’ 


A tapy, whom I will call ‘‘ Mrs. Bird,’’? was living in 
a house opposite to ours—in a small road. We did 
not know her, but, as we went in and out, her face 
seemed always at the window of her upper sitting-room, 
watching us. 


She had a window full of lovely flowering plants, 
and I also had a balcony full of flowers; that may have 
interested her in us. 


One could not forget her face—it was so constantly 
pressed against the window-pane ! 


This went on for months. At length, we were about 
to leave the neighbourhood. 


One night I was resting in our front sitting-room on 
the sofa. It was early spring, and there was a nice 
fire burning. Our little cat was sleeping on a cushion 
in a chair near the fire. 


I had been asleep, and, suddenly, became wide 
awake, and knew someone was in the room. I sat up 
and looked around, and saw opposite to the mantel- 
piece, and facing me, a small stout figure of a woman 
looking hard at me. I was amazed, but not frightened, 
at the sight. I saw the face very clearly. She had on 
an old-fashioned frilled dressing-jacket. She was white— 
like tissue-paper, transparent, and very clear, and 
became greyish as she faded out of sight. 

I knew the face well, but could not think whose it 
was. I said the next day ‘‘ I could draw the face.’’ 
I knew it so well. After she had vanished, I looked 
round, and the little cat was crouching down close to 
the door in abject terror. I brought her back to her 
cushion, but she ran back to the door, and she would 
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not settle down until daylight came. Two days after- 
wards, there was a funeral at the house opposite, and, 
on inquiring, we found that Mrs. Bird had died in the 
night, and, as nearly as we could ascertain, at that 
very time when I had seen the apparition. 


I then remembered it was her face that I had seen. 
I had never thought of her—we were not friends—and 
I had not even heard that she was ill. She had died 
from. bronchitis, and probably would have been 
propped up in bed, and wearing a dressing-jacket. 


A | Toast 


My friend Spencer Charters and I lived together in 
a small house in Norfolk, until he went out to the South 
African Campaign. It was just after Christmas; my 
friend had been away twelve months, and I was enter- 
taining some mutual acquaintances. The punch bowl 
was on the table when J exclaimed ‘‘ Now for 
toasts !’? Immediately I responded by raising my glass, 
and calling out, ‘‘Good old Charters ! May he return to us 
soon! We’re thinking of you, old comrade !’’ ‘‘Charters 
for ever! May he soon return!’’ simultaneously 
shouted the others, when, suddenly, J — dropped his 
glass, exclaiming ‘‘ Look there !’’ 

I followed his straining gaze, and there, standing 
outside the French windows, stood Charters! His face 
was deathly pale, and he looked at us with great, 
sorrowful eyes.. But even as we looked the form faded 
slowly away, seemingly into the snowy mist of the 
night. Strangest thing of all, however, was the fact 
that only I and 7 , Charters’ bosom pals, saw the 
eerie visitor, 

Some time afterwards, I received news that Charters, 
at the exact time his spirit (shall I say?) appeared to us, 
had been killed, and that his last words to a comrade 
were, ‘* Lovell! Lovell! how I wish I could see you 
2nd the boys !”’ 
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ENFIELD 


WHEN I was the age of fourteen I had to become mother 
to my two brothers and sisters. All went well until father 
came home with a very bad cold. 

After tea, when I had put my brothers and sisters to bed, 
and as I was about to go myself, the last thing I had to do was 
to get a jug of water. I opened the door to go, as usual, 
and, as I did so, I saw the figure of a man dressed in 
grey. I hesitated, and my father asked me what was the 
matter. I told him my experience and he told me not 
to be afraid as the figure I had seen was himself. I told 
him it could not have been so, as he was indoors. Then 
he said he was going to have a new suit of six pieces. 
I told my brother next morning and we wondered what he 
meant, but, to our surprise, he was taken into the hospital. 

When I went to the hospital on the following Wednesday 
to visit him, the nurse asked me to visit him as often as 
possible. On the Sunday morning I went and remained at 
his bedside. At 3-30 I left him to go to the bathroom. When 
I got to the doorway there stood the same figure I had 
seen the previous week, only dressed in white. 

This time he spoke to me and pointed a finger to my 
father’s bedside. He said ‘‘ Go back; go back.”? I ran back 
to my father and he said ‘‘ Kiss me! Goodbye; I am going 
to get my suit of six pieces.”? He meant he was going to 
the higher world. That was when I was just turned fifteen. 
I shall never forget. 


LLANELLY 


My brother left England for New Zealand about two years 
ago, leaving his wife and two children behind to follow later. 
Weeks passed by and we got no news of the ship, so we 
came to the conclusion all was well. I came downstairs 
two mornings before Christmas and found my sister-in-law 
very much upset, and up much earlier than usual. When I 
asked her what was the matter, she declared that Jack 
was in trouble. 

I asked her how could she know that, and she replied 
that my brother stood beside the bed and looked at her. 
After that she could not sleep, so got up and went down- 
stairs. The following day we received a cable from my 
brother saying that he was all right; so his wife was greatly 
relieved. 

Anyway, a few weeks later my brother wrote a letter, 
and also sent a paper giving an account of his ship which 
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had been wrecked off the coast of New Zealand two days 
before Christmas, and, in his letter, he explained he had been 
able to save the photograph of his wife and children with 
a few other things. He had sent the cable to allay any 
anxiety should news of the wreck reach this country through 
the papers before his letter. 


WOKING 


ABOUT 20 years ago, my husband-to-be met me_ regularly 
at 8 o’clock at the gate of the house where I worked. One 
evening he was not there. Thinking he had been delayed, 
I walked up the road to meet him, with a friend who 
happened to be going out to post a letter. We had not 
gone far when a ‘‘ form’’ appeared about a yard in front 
of us. We both stopped breathless, clutched each other’s 
hands, and, after about two seconds, the ‘‘ form ’’ dis- 
appeared. We said in unison ‘‘ I thought that was Teddy.”’ 
We heard no footsteps. There was a high wall on our left 
and open space on our right, and it was a clear starlight 
night. We posted the letter and I went back wondering 
what it could mean. The next morning I had a message 
asking me to go to the local hospital, as my husband-to-be 
had been taken suddenly ill, and I was told he had had a 
serious operation about 8 o’clock the previous evening. 


CHISWICK 


SEVERAL years ago, I had given my father his tea, and 
mother and I decided to go and stand at the front door 
for a breath of fresh air. The door was at the foot of the 
stairs. We had not been there many minutes before we 
heard heavy footsteps in the bedroom upstairs followed by 
the sound of a heavy box being moved. I said to mother 
‘* Has father gone upstairs?’ She replied ‘‘ No!’ The 
footsteps then came to the landing. I felt convinced, then, 
of someone there, and, looking upstairs, there was the 
apparition of my father bending over the banisters with a 
lighted candle, which flickered three times. I caught my 
mother by the arm, shaking her violently and saying, ‘‘ Look, 
mother! father is there.’? But, in spite of all my efforts, I 
could not make her look until he had disappeared. She 
then told me she wanted to look but could not. I went into 
the kitchen and there sat my father, as I had left him, having 
his tea. Mentioning nothing of what I had seen I said — 
‘* Father, have you been upstairs?’ He replied ‘‘ What an 
C 


/ 
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absurd question to ask, knowing I should have had to pass 
you.’’ A month later he was taken ill, having three 
apoplectic fits and passing away in the last (hence the three 
flickers). I never wish to pass through another ordeal like it. 


MEXBOROUGH 


I HAD retired to bed and turned out the light when I saw 
a figure in a long white coat crossing the room. Thinking 
it was my husband, I sleepily remarked ‘‘ What have you 
got out of bed for? ’’ Then I realized my husband was 
still in bed. MHorrified, I watched the figure cross the room 
and disappear. Three lays later I was taken to hospital 
for a serious operation and, on entering the operating 
theatre, I saw the surgeon in his long white coat walking 
across the room. It was the exact figure I had seen walk 
across my bedroom. No sooner was I better than my 
husband was taken to the same place and was operated on 
by the same surgeon. So, evidently, the figure I saw was 
a warning to both of us, as at the time of seeing it, neither 
had the slightest idea of going to hospital. 


WINGATE 


OnE very stormy night in November, 1904, about 11-30 p.m., 
my mother and I were walking home from Wingate to Station 
Town, when, on climbing a bank at the end of the cutting, my 
mother said, ‘‘ Who is that man in front of us? ’’ ‘‘ No one,”’ 
I replied, ‘‘is in front of us, and I question if anyone besides 
ourselves is outside on a night like this.”’ 

‘Yes, there is someone ahead of us; a man in black.”’ 
‘* Don’t talk silly; no one is to be seen,’’ I said. We arrived 
home and went to bed and had hardly got to sleep when 
we were awakened by a loud knock. Father got up and 
opened the door. On the step stood my cousin’s workmate 
from the mine. ‘‘ Ralph has been badly hurt down the 
pit,” he said. Mother heard what he said and shouted 
*“ He’s been killed, poor lad! ’? He was dead, sure enough, 
and had been killed instantly by a fall of stone just about 
the time when mother saw the apparition. 


YORKSHIRE 


OnE glorious Sunday morning in early June T went as usual 
to the little village church where I sang in the choir. My 
way took me through the beautifully wooded park of a 
gentleman’s estate, and, as I was early for the service, I 
went along very leisurely. | 
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All at once the perfect quiet of the morning was broken 
by a clear beautiful voice which said ‘‘Man that is born 
of a woman hath but a short time to live and is full of 
misery.”’ 

For a few seconds I stood perfectly still—almost speech- 
less; then I turned round fully expecting to see some friend 
who had come, unheard, over the grass behind me, intent 
on giving me a shock. To my great astonishment, no one 
save myself was in that park. 

The next day I was plunged into the greatest grief and 
trouble of my life. Had the voice been a warning? Has 
anyone had a like experience? 


BOW 


WHEN I was a girl, I had a boy cousin who met with a 
violent death in his little back bedroom. At this time, my 
eldest brother was abroad; in fact he had not been into 
my aunt’s house where the lad died, so did not know the 
little room. My aunt moved out shortly after, and my mother 
took over this house. She used the little back room as a 
store room. My eldest brother had been abroad 12 years, 
when we had the news he was coming home on leave and 
my mother prepared the little back room, putting a new 
single bed in it and making it nice and comfortable. My 
brother duly arrived and we talked over old times and his 
experiences, but no mention was made of my cousin and 
the little back room. Later, my brother and all the others 
in the house retired. Half an hour later he was banging 
on my mother’s door which was locked. My mother opened 
the door and there stood my brother with hair on end. 
He said ‘‘ Mother, cousin George (deceased) came into my 
room in a sort of a_ shroud, but I seemed to 
see his face distinctly. He beckoned to me _ as 
though to say ‘Come out, come out!’’’ My mother 
knowing my brother did not know the associations of the 
room, and that he had not had many particulars of my 
cousin’s death, remarked it was strange. My brother 
refused flatly to go back and my mother made him an 
improvised bed on the couch in the kitchen. Imagine our 
amazement when, during the same night, we were all 
aroused by a tremendous crash in the little back room, and, 
on going in there, found that where my brother’s head would 
have rested on his pillow the ceiling had crashed in. A 
quarter of the room roof had fallen and must have killed 
my brother had he been still sleeping there. 
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GREENWICH. 


A BROTHER of mine who, having been through the South 
African War, was left such a physical wreck that he was 
decisively refused for the Great War, settled in the West 
of England, after leaving the Army. We had been great 
chums we youngsters, but were poor correspondents—mostly 
my fault. In January, 1916, I formed one of the women’s 
services, having to undergo a short training in London before 
being sent North. 


It was during this period (I took no note of the exact, 
date) that one early morning I found myself suddenly wide 
awake—a most unusual thing. As I lay wondering why I 
had wakened in such a way, my eyes became accustomed to 
the darkness of the room in which each object was clearly 
defined, I heard an _ outside clock strike three. Still 
wondering, I became conscious of a wavering movement by 
the curtain of a recess opposite my bed. The wavering 
stopped, and the head and top part of the figure of a man 
clad in a loose garment appeared. The figure was decidedly 
unsubstantial. I did not recognise the face, which appeared 
very old. The apparition, for such it was, stayed long 
enough for these thoughts to flash through my mind: 
‘‘ Who can it be? It is not father; he has been gone over 
twenty years—besides, he had a beard (the apparition had 
not); no other member of the family has died since; I know 
no one who has died recently who would be likely to trouble 
me—lI will speak.’? I opened my mouth so say, ‘‘ Who are 
you? what do you want?” but as I did so. the apparition 
vanished. I puzzled my brain about it for awhile but, 
having plenty of other things to think about, I soon forgot 
it. I went North on the 21st February, 1916. On the 21st 
of January the following year—1z1 months to the day—lI 
received a message to say my brother had died at 3.20 that 
morning. I was given a week’s leave. I went to the West 
of England, and was much distressed to see signs of extreme 
suffering on my brother’s face as he lay in his coffin. He 
looked twice his age. Nothing else struck me then. It was 
months afterwards, when thinking about him that the 
remembrance of the apparition came to me—the resemblance 
of the face to that of my brother was, as he lay in his coffin, 
identical. I am firmly convinced that my brother, as he lay 
in the early hours of that January morning, wished so 
intensely to let me know how ill he was, that his spirit left 
him and came to me. 
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My sister-in-law (who knows nothing of this) told me 
afterwards, that I was the only member of our family my 
brother did not express a wish to see. He seemed to know 
he would not sea me again. 


ABERDARE, 


WHEN I was ten years old I lost my mother. Soon after, 
my father married a very quick-tempered woman. One night, 
for a trivial offence, she beat me most cruelly and sent me 
to bed in the dark. I could not sleep; my grief was awful, 
and I wished with all my heart I was dead. My mother 
appeared to me and spoke quite distinctly. She said ‘‘ Do 
not grieve; everything will be happy soon—go to sleep.” I 
felt comforted at once, and was soon asleep. In the morning 
my step-mother was very sorry, and I told her what I 
had seen. She did not answer, but was very upset, and was 
always kind to me after. Many years after, she confessed 
to me that she, too, had seen my mother that night. 


BANBURY. 


I am very interested in the problem of mysterious appearances 
and sounds, and, in view of my own experience, can quite 
believe in the Raynham appearance and the others recorded 
in the Daily News. That there is a material cause for 
many so-called ghosts there is no doubt, but who can 
explain, the appearances of the soldier son and the following : 
I lived with a widow, who had come down in the world, in 
George Street, Birmingham. She wore, constantly, a very nice 
black dress given to her by a sister-in-law. We slept in 
the front bedroom which was lighted by a street lamp. Her 
bed faced the window; mine was by outside wall, foot rail 
on line with the window. We had been in bed some time and 
she was sound asleep, when, opening my eyes, I saw what 
appeared to be her, fully dressed, standing by window. I 
can feel now the thrill which ran through me. I watched 
fascinated, as she moved along by the foot of the bed and 
close up to the side, until I could have touched her. So vivid 
was the vision that I saw clearly the raised pattern of the 
dress material and the beaded trimming on the bottom of 
the bodice. Then it was gone. When told of the vision the 
widow was very much afraid something would happen to her. 
Instead, a fortnight later, the giver of the dress, who I did 
not know, died very suddenly. 
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SWANSEA 


ONE morning about a year ago my husband woke me and 
asked me to look at the clock and tell him the time. I 
looked and told him that it was twenty minutes to five. 
He asked me to look again. I did so and again told him, 
rather irritably, that it was twenty minutes to five. The 
same morning, while having breakfast, my husband said, 
‘* When I asked you the time this morning, I did so because 
I saw your brother D. standing in the doorway of the 
room dressed only in his shirt and trousers.’’ I felt rather 
frightened, because my brother worked at a colliery about 
thirty miles away, where he lived. The following day a 
letter arrived, stating that my brother had met with an 
accident and would not be able to visit us for a few weeks. 
When he eventually came, my husband asked him, how and 
when it happened, and my brother explained that ‘‘ Just as 
the night shift was finishing, a fall occurred, and the next 
thing I remembered was being treated at the doctor’s surgery. 
I had a look at the clock and saw that it was twenty minutes 
to five, and I thought to myself, well I won’t be able to see 
the football match with you next Saturday.’’ Until then 
neither my husband nor I was the least bit superstitious, 
but, since, we are inclined to be more credulous. 


MANCHESTER. 


RECENTLY I have had a strange experience. I had occasion 
to visit a specialist nearly two years ago. He did not advise 
an operation but said I must be kept in touch. So I have 
gone to see him every few months. About three weeks ago, 
I was lying on the couch when I suddenly heard the 
specialist’s voice saying, ‘‘ You’d be wise to come and see 
me.’’ When I told my people they said that was nonsense; 
I was getting morbid. However, I could not rest, so we 
*phoned him and I had an interview. He sent me at once 
into a nursing home and operated. The day after the opera- 
tion he came to see me and told me I only came just in 
time; another week would have been too late. Strange to 
say he did not laugh at me when I told him why I had 
gone to him. I was indeed only just in time, for he died 
suddenly that same night. The premonition certainly saved 
my life. 
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LIVERPOOL 


NEARLY two years ago, on a dismal wintry day, my mother 
(who had just recovered from an illness) was sitting with 
me, before the bedroom fire. Suddenly she got up and 
crossed over to the bedroom window. Calling me to her, 
she said, ‘‘ Look at all those people leaving the house.” I 
looked but saw nothing, and told my mother she was imagin- 


ing things. ‘‘ No,’’ she said, ‘‘ I’m not. There are people 
leaving; there’s Mr. — (mentioning our minister’s name), 
everybody is in black; it must be a funeral.’? Again I looked, 


and saw nothing, but this time I heard, or fancied I did, the 
steady trot-trot of horses’ feet. I felt myself grow cold, and 
turned back to the fire. The little clock had stopped and, 
taking it down to see what was wrong, I noticed it was just 
ten minutes to three by it. The following Tuesday, there 
were indeed people leaving the house at that exact time— 
mourners at my mother’s funeral. She had had a relapse 
on the Saturday and passed away. Our minister was among 
those who left the house. Call it ghosts, call it what you 
will, I am convinced that what mother saw just a week 
previous, almost to the minute, was her own funeral, exactly 
as it happened. She saw what I could not see. 


STAFFORD 


OnE day when a girl of 16 years of age, I stayed at home to 
take care of my little sister, while my father and mother 
went to a town some 14 miles away, to buy grates for a new 
house my father had had built. 

They travelled by road, in a trap drawn by a Welsh pony, 
which, as a rule, was very sure-footed. 

But this particular day, on returning from the town, the 
pony slipped down between the tram lines, just as a tram- 
car was approaching at good speed from behind. My father 
and mother thought there would be a serious accident, but 
the pony managed to get up unassisted in time to get clear 
of the tram lines. 

Now, just at this time in the afternoon, whilst amusing 
my little sister, I felt that there was something wrong with 
my people—that they were in some kind of danger. Call it 
presentiment or what you will, it was a very real thing to 
me, and I offered up a prayer for their safety. 

I have never told my parents of this happening, but they 
told me when they arrived home, how narrowly they had 
escaped serious injury—if not death, and I found the time 
the pony slipped down and the time when’I had the premoni- 
tion coincided. 
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WALSALL 

I Give you below the ‘‘ Ghostly ’’ experiences of my father, 
mother, and stepmother, all very sane, sensible and _ sober 
people. 

Many years ago, when a young and single man, dad was 
walking home late one night along a lonely country lane, 
when, glancing down, he beheld a big dog walking along 
by his side. He was surprised, and (since the dog looked 
ferocious) began to talk kindly to it. There was no response 
whatever, and, although he strained every nerve to listen, 
he could not hear any sound of the ‘‘ dog’s ”’ feet padding along — 
the road. He steeled himself to lower his hand and touch 
the animal, but his hand went through empty space! He 
became very much alarmed, and quickened his footsteps 
almost to a run, but the faster he went, the faster the dog 
went too, keeping always at his side. By the time he 
reached the row of houses where he lived, he was in a cold 
sweat, but it was here that the ‘‘ dog” left him, going up 
to the next house. Rearing itself up to the door, it ‘‘ pawed ”’ 
at it. Early next morning the daughter of the house was 
burned to death. 

In the mining village of Heath End, Pelsall, where mother 
and dad spent their early married life, there were very few 
taps—the water supply for a dozen or so houses being drawn 
from a pump situated in a central spot. One night mother 
had to go out late for water. It was bitterly cold and snow- 
ing heavily, so you can judge how surprised she was to see 
a young fellow whom she knew well, standing bareheaded and 
in his shirt sleeves, beneath a shop window on the other side 
of the street. The light from the shop showed him up 
plainly, so that she had a clear view of him. She returned 
to the house, marvelling that the young man should do such 
a foolish trick on such a night. 

Next morning the news came that he had been killed by 
a fall of roof in the pit at the very hour mother had seen 
him standing beneath the shop window. 

One night my stepmother (who had hitherto been extremely 
sceptical regarding ‘‘ ghosts,’’ absolutely ridiculing the idea 
of their existence) lay awake in bed, the only illumination 
in the room being that of a small lamp. Suddenly she saw 
the figure of a woman clad in black appear through the door 
and walk round the bed. She quickly woke up dad, telling 
him someone was in the room, and pointed to the figure at 
the foot of the bed. However, before dad had time to collect 
his senses the figure had disappeared through the edge of 
the blind. Dad suggested she had been dreaming, but my 
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stepmother insisted that she had been very wide awake, and 
described the ‘‘ phantom woman’? very clearly. The same 
night dad’s sister and her husband, in another town, heard 
footsteps walking about their room, but saw nothing. 
Shortly afterwards, we had news from South Africa that my 
auntie had died suddenly, on the very day of the phenomena. 
My stepmother had never seen her, yet her description of the 
ghost tallied exactly with my dead auntie. 


HANLEY 


FIFTEEN years ago, I left Hanley to live in Belfast, as my 
husband was working there. 

One night shortly afterwards, I was sitting up with my 
little girl who was very ill. 

Exactly at ten minutes past one there appeared, on the 
couch, the form of a woman lying down, and I saw it was 
my husband’s sister. 

She sat up, looked straight at me, and said quite plainly 
‘© Joe ’—which happens to be my husband’s christian name— 
then vanished. 

I felt terrible for a few minutes, then ran to my husband, 
woke him up and told him what I had seen. He laughed, 
saying my nerves were playing me tricks through losing my 
rest. : 

All the next day I couldn’t get it off my mind, so what 
I did was to pack his suitcase ready for him to catch the 
boat to Liverpool, as his sister lived in St. Helens. 

I went down to the boat with him; then he suddenly 
changed his mind and wouldn’t go. He said it was a waste 
of time and money. 

I tried my uttermost to persuade him to go to see her, as 
I felt sure there was something behind it all. 

Two days after, we received a wire saying his sister passed 
away exactly at ten past one. Her last craving was to see 
him before she died. Had he gone when I wanted him to, 
he would have been able to spend twenty-four hours with her. 


BOURNEMOUTH 


SoME years ago, I went from London to stay for the week- 
end near Uxbridge. On the Friday night, when asleep or 
semi-conscious, I saw a tall form pass swiftly through the 
room, the atmosphere of which became so icy that its coldness 
woke me. I knew instinctively that the spirit was that of 
my mother, who was exceptionally tall. Saturday brought 
no news from my home in the Midlands, but early on 
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Monday morning, on my return to London, I had a wire. 
““Why do you not come? Mother wants you!” Another 
wire, sent on Saturday too late for delivery, lay all Sunday 
in the village post office. The time of the passing of the 
spirit, or call it the ghost, of my mother exactly coincided 
with her sudden illness and request that I should be sent for. 


ESSEX 


SOME years ago I had the strange yet true experience of 
meeting a phantom funeral. One Sunday morning, return- 
ing from church I saw a funeral cortége coming towards 
me, its glass hearse bearing the coffin on which lay many 
very beautiful wreaths. It was followed by two mourning 
coaches. As it approached, I paused to watch it pass by. 
As the hearse drew nearer to where I was standing, it, for a 
moment, remained still ere it passed on. Attracted by the 
many beautiful flowers I turned to some ladies who had 
been walking close behind me from the church, and inquired 
if they knew whose funeral it might be. They looked at me 
in blank surprise and told me there had been no funeral 
whatever passing. I looked down the long country road— 
the cortége had vanished. 

The next day, I received a message from a London church, 
where he whom I should have married was a clergyman, 
greatly beloved by his people, that he had died from a sudden 
heart attack on the Sunday morning. 

For months I could not bear to pass that road, or attend 
any church service, but some time after I again went. 
During the singing of a favourite hymn of his and mine, 
the same lady I had met once before on the road touched 
me, and whispered, there was a clergyman wanting me. 
I turned, and there by my side, standing at the corner of 
the seat, I saw the beloved face and form of him whom 
I had loved and lost, smiling down upon me with his hand 
held out as if to touch me. I tried to take it in mine, but 
I touched nothing—he had gone. 

A year afterwards—one Easter morning—coming down- 
stairs very early, I again saw that beloved form, and, com- 
ing towards me with a beautiful smile on his face, robed 
in his black cassock, he said, holding out both hands as if 
to greet me, ‘‘ And this is Eastertide.’’? I have never for- 
gotten it. Friends afterwards told me I should have spoken 
to him but, as before, I tried to touch his hands held out 
to me; I again touched nothing—he had gone. 
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I HAD a sister-in-law and nephew of whom I was very fond, 
and many happy times we spent together. One night, after 
retiring to my room, I was terrified to see an apparition of 
my friend standing in the doorway facing me. I thought it 
must be an attack of the nerves, as I had not been feeling 
well for several days. But what was my surprise to hear the 
following morning that my friend had passed away the same 
night, after a brief illness. 

One night a few months later, my husband and myself were 
walking home along a lonely road. All at once, something 
brushed against me and I turned round to see a small white 
dog following me. I asked my husband to send it back, but 
he replied that he could not see anything. A few minutes 
afterwards I stumbled, as it passed right in front of me and 
I said, ‘‘ Are you convinced now? ”’ and again he replied in 
the negative. You may be sure how uneasy and afraid I was 
all the way home, still feeling the presence of a third party. 
The next day we received a letter to say that my little nephew 
had died at a time coinciding with the appearance of the 
ghostly company. (He was the son of the lady in the first 
incident.) 


CROMFORD 

Our school was at an old house in one of the oldest of 
London squares. There were secret panels, circular rooms, 
and painted ceilings, which have since been bought by 
Americans. There had been a lecture that evening to young 
men and women in one of the class-rooms, and before retir- 
ing for the night, the headmistress came down from her 
sitting-room to see if all lights were out, and everything safe 
for the night. In the passage she saw the figure of a man 
in a grey cloak. Thinking it was perhaps a student who 
stayed late, and being a very matter-of-fact woman, she 
moved towards the front door and said, ‘‘ This is the way 
out.’’ Before she could open it, he was gone. Where? She 
made a search but could find no trace of anyone, so she went 
to bed. A few months after, a cousin of the headmistress 
came to stay with her, their bedrooms adjoining. In the 
night, the cousin called and said there was a man in her 
room. Our headmistress went to her, and as she crossed 
the room, was surprised to hear her cousin say, ‘‘Oh! 
dear, you have walked right through him.’’ He was seen 
once again—this grey visitor, standing by the bedroom 
window, touching one of the small panes with his finger. 
Having by now decided it was a ‘ ghost,’’ our mistress lay 
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still. After a few moments, he turned, sighed, and was gone. 
Being a very busy woman, she had never before closely 
examined the windows, but next morning did so, and saw 
On one pane some initials, and a date of about two hundred 
and fifty years ago, traced very finely in the glass. 


Tuis is a story of my own personal experience. When fifteen 
years of age, I was visiting at an old country house in 
Sussex. I was just about to sit down to lunch, when the 
maid touched me sharply on my shoulder and said ‘‘ Do not 
sit on the cat.’’ Naturally, I looked very surprised, as did 
my sister who was sitting near me. We had not seen a cat 
on my chair. However, the incident passed off. In the 
afternoon my friend and I were going upstairs, when she 
said, ‘‘ Here’s a strange cat, let us catch it and give it some 
milk.’? We ran after it to the top of the house, but, all at 
once, it disappeared. We mentioned the strange cat down- 
stairs, and my hostess looked worried, and said, ‘‘ The cat 
is seen when trouble is near, it must have been the same 
one seen at lunch.” I left at five p.m. At six p.m. the 
master of the house had a seizure and died in a few days. 


CANONBURY 

AzsouT fourteen years ago, on a February evening, I was on 
duty at a temperance hotel in London. About eight-thirty 
I entered the dining-room to get my supper. On_ look- 
ing up to the curtains covering a door adjoining the dining- 
room I was scared to see a figure shrouded in white, stand- 
ing between the curtains. I dropped the carvers which I 
had in my hands and, deathly scared, ran into the office, where 
I nearly collapsed. With great horror I related to my friend 
in the office what I had seen. She tried to calm me and 
disperse my fear but could not persuade me to enter the 
dining-room that evening. The following morning, after a 
most restless night, I received news that a friend, who was 
at that time ill in the London hospital, died the previous 
evening at the same time as I saw the vision related above. 
These are true and solemn facts, which I have related over 
and over to friends and acquaintances whenever occasion arose. 


Wuen a child of eight years, living in a small town, I had 
two brothers—Will, aged twelve, and John, aged ten. We 
all slept in one bed. My brother Will was in the habit 
of running errands and doing small jobs for a lady living 
within ten minutes of our home. He would be there perhaps 
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twice a day, and the lady got very fond of him. The lady 
had an illness and had to keep her bed, but Will still went 
to do his jobs and errands. One night he woke my brother 
and I up, and, in a natural tone of voice, and as if it was 
a usual occurrence, he told us that Mrs. Harrison had been 
in the room and said goodbye to him, and thanked him for 
his kindness. In the morning he told our parents that he 
was awakened by hearing someone coming up the stairs. 
He sat up in bed and recognised the noise of the slippers as 
belonging to Mrs. Harrison. Then the door was pushed open 
and she came and stood at the side of the bed and told him 
she was going away, but that she could not go without coming 
to say goodbye, and thanking him for all his kindness towards 
her. Then she turned and walked out, and he again heard 
her slippers squeaking as she went downstairs. 

Father said, ‘‘ You had better run and see how Mrs. 
Harrison is.’’ Will did so, and came back with the message 
that she had died during the night. 

My father told Will that he had had a dream, but he would 
not believe that, and he described the dressing-gown and the 
cap she wore. 


PEMBROKESHIRE 
THE following two incidents my husband and I will ever 
think of and remember. 

(1) One evening in 1917, my husband, a secondary school- 
master, found it difficult to concentrate his mind upon the pre- 
paration of his next day’s work. He remarked that the room 
seemed peculiar, as if the furniture had been changed round. I 
assured him that everything was as usual. An early supper 
and early bed were agreed upon in view of the obvious need 
' for brain rest. We were in bed at ten o’clock and, apparently, 
slept, when, to my amazement, at twelve o’clock I awoke to 
find my husband dressing and preparing for a long walk. 
He stated some friend seemed to be calling him to come for a 
long walk. After a great deal of persuasion and some tears 
on my part, I finally succeeded in getting him to remain. 
Three days later we received a letter from my father-in-law 
stating that the death had occurred in hospital from 
pneumonia of a certain young fellow whom my husband had 
not seen for many years but who was his playmate in child- 
hood days. Later, we learnt from his wife who witnessed 
his death that in his delirium towards the end he kept saying 
‘‘Come for a walk, G. T. (my husband); it is a fine night.” 
He died at twelve o’clock the night of our discomfort. 

(2) In 1915, for one whole week, every evening at seven 
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o’clock, stones fell right outside our living-room window. 
Nothing ever broke although the stones were actually found 
on the sill of the window. A policeman was set to watch for 
possible boy offenders, but no one was ever seen and still 
the stones came. The stones always ceased to come at eleven 
o’clock. At the end of the week a wire informed me my 
mother was dead. 


MONMOUTH 

OnE night, some years ago, we were all sitting around the 
fire talking about the visit of a relative—my mother’s father— 
who was coming to stay with us for the Christmas, which was 
nearing. We were all, naturally, excited, because we had 
not seen him for a considerable time. 

Towards nine o’clock a dog came barking at the door, 
as if it were in pain. The noise it made was most peculiar and 
strange. As it was a wet night we did not bother to send 
it away. The noise at last became a disturbance, so my 
father opened the door and drove it away. When he came 
in the expression on his face was ghastly and we thought 
he must be ill. 

On questioning him we found that he had seen a most 
horrible and unspeakable sight, which he did not care to 
speak about at the time. . 

After supper, my young brother having gone to bed, my 
mother again questioned father about what he had seen. 

When he had opened the door, staring straight into his 
face was the face of a person who much resembled my grand- 
father. The expression was as if the person was lifeless. _ 

The next morning a telegram arrived saying that my 
grandfather had died at the same time as the peculiar 
happening. 


ILFORD 

My uncle, a Cornish sea-captain, was listed to sail from Liver- 
pool on a certain day. In the middle of that night my father, 
sister, brothers, and myself were all awakened by a loud 
knocking on the front door and my uncle’s voice calling my 
father by name several times. My father got up and, putting 
on some clothes, ran down to let his brother in, thinking that 
his plans might have been changed and he had come home 
by train. To his surprise there was nobody there. Mystified, 
he went back to bed. Next day we received word from the 
ship owners to say my uncle’s ship had gone ashore on the 
Holyhead breakwater and he had gone down with his ship, 
about the same time as we heard his voice calling my father. 
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STOURBRIDGE 

It was Christmas time. I was then single and living at an 
address at Lye. We had coaxed a younger sister and brother 
to go to bed with promises of lots of toys in the course of a 
day or so if they behaved themselves until then. I was left 
in charge of the house while mother and an elder sister were 
shopping in readiness for Christmas. I was sitting reading 
when, suddenly, a shuffling noise came from upstairs. Think- 
ing one of the children was out of bed I at once went upstairs, 
but, on arriving there, I was surprised to find them sound 
asleep. As I was about to pass from one room to another 
something seemed to force me to turn round and, as I did so, 
my knees began to tremble, I opened my mouth to shout but 
found I could not. There, standing behind me, was a ghostly 
figure with one hand upraised, the forefinger pointing 
upwards. For a second or so I stood thus, then, with a loud 
scream, I made for the stairs and ran for dear life out into 
the street. When mother and sister returned and I related 
what had happened, they laughed and said it was my 
imagination and were surprised at me for being so silly, and 
they were rather angry because I disturbed the children. The 
explanation, however, came next morning when my father 
was called to the telephone at the works office to say he was 
wanted at Wordsley to identify one of two bodies. My 
eldest brother was home on leave from the army, and, as 
he was escorting his fiancée home in a dense fog, they lost 
their bearings, both of them falling into Wordsley canal. My 
parents had not worried over-night because of my brother 
not returning, because he usually slept with a pal when over 
on leave. However, the body that father went to identify 
was that of my brother (the other body was that of his fiancée) 
and the watch in my brother’s pocket had stopped at exactly 
the same time as the ghostly visitation. 


NORTHUMBERLAND 

Wuen I was a pupil teacher I was awakened one night by 
a brilliant light in my room. I sat up in bed and stared. 
Opposite to me hung a huge wreath of flowers, pearly white, 
the transparent petals moving slightly as though stirred by a 
breeze. Inset was the face of a beautiful child, her lips 
parted with excitement, her eyes dancing and shining with 
wonder and delight. Gradually the lovely picture faded, and 
I grew sick with fear—for the child was one of my _ school- 
babies, and I loved her passionately. I remembered, then, 
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that she had been absent that day—Monday. Then I com- 
forted myself with the thought that the child in my vision 
was evidently very much alive and enjoying herself. Next 
morning my eyes sought her but did not find her, and I 
went to the head-mistress in great distress, and told her what 
I feared and why. She rebuked me sharply and said I was 
evidently studying too hard. Nevertheless she sent an older 
teacher to the child’s home, and she brought back word that 
Florrie had died of diphtheria during the night, after only 
three days’ illness. 


LEWISHAM 

In October, 1916, when I was a girl of sixteen, I was staying 
in Leigh- on-Sea for a brief holiday. My mother was my only 
companion, and at night we slept in the same bed. We had 
come to the last evening of our stay, which was Friday, 6th 
October. We retired to bed about ten o’clock, as usual. Dur- 
ing the night, about two o’clock, I awoke with a feeling of 
fear and dread. To my horror a figure of a man appeared to 
be coming towards the bed. I could not see the features, but 
I at once recognised the figure as that of a favourite uncle. 
I roused my mother, but she could see nothing. The figure 
then moved round the other side of the bed and vanished, 
leaving me in a state of terror. So overcome was I that my 
mother got up and gave me something to drink. The next 
morning we left Leigh at nine o’clock for Deptford. On 
arrival at the latter place we went straight to my grand- 
mother’s house. My grandmother appeared to be very 
agitated, and, on my enquiring the reason, said that my 
uncle had died at about two o’clock that morning. This 
incident produced a strong impression on me at the time, 
and is still quite vivid. 


THORNTON HEATH 
I HAVE been keenly interested in the various stories of the 
supernatural that you have published lately, and have been 
waiting to see whether any of your correspondents had had an 
experience similar to mine. Apparently not. Yet there have 
been several like it in this respect, that, while the vision made 
a great impression on their minds, it did not have any rela- 
tion to their own lives. 

One morning in May some years ago I awoke suddenly, 
and, seeing that it was quite light, I turned quickly to look 
at the clock—a quarter to four. I looked round, surprised, 
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and saw that the light appeared to be only coming through 
the window furthest from me—there were three in a row. 


It was a radiant light, and, as I looked it seemed to form 
into a pillar surrounding a small round table that stood just 
there. In the centre of this wonderful light there gradually 
formed a small white monument, just like a piece of 
sculpture—a short column of stone, and on this sat a small 
child resting its face on one hand. I shook my husband, and 
gasped out, ‘‘ Look, look!’’ He raised himself, and_ said, 
“Tt is the tall lamp; you have thrown something white 
over it.’’ I silently pointed to where the lamp stood on the 
other side of the room. He then exclaimed ‘‘ Don’t look; turn 
your head.”” But I sat up and watched it as it gradually died 
away. I thought it meant I was to lose one of my own 
little ones, and, when I received the news, two days later, 
that my cousin’s baby had passed away quite suddenly, I 
did not believe that the vision had any connexion with that 
but continued to think that trouble was coming to me. 
However, it was not until fourteen years later that I lost an 
infant. Had it not been for my husband’s remarks I might 
have concluded, as time passed, that I had had a waking 
dream; but he was such a confirmed sceptic of the super- 
natural. Yet he too appeared to be nervous of the children’s 
welfare, although he would not discuss what we had seen. 
Since then I have frequently wondered whether it had to 
do with my little cousin’s death, coming as a premonition. 
I recall that just before my mother’s death, which took place 
three months before the baby died, she was visited by her 
nephew and his wife. They brought the baby with them, and 
my cousin, laying it in my mother’s lap, said, ‘It’s your 
little god-daughter, aunt—the first Nellie L. there has been 
in the family since yourself.’”” My mother shook her head 
and said, ‘‘ You should have chosen another name; Nellie is 
not a lucky name with us.’’ Then she looked down into the 
baby’s face and, after some moments, she glanced up and 
remarked that there were five Nellies present and she 
wondered how many would be alive in a year’s time. Is it 
possible that, with the insight of those near death, she knew 
the baby would not live? And her mind, perhaps, became 
fixed on this little one, who was the last of her own family— 
for it is very strange that, though there were four nephews 
alive at that time, three passed away without any family, 
and the baby was the only child the other one had. My 
theory may be quite wrong, but why should such a strange 
occurrence take place unless there was some meaning con- 
nected with it? D 
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MANCHESTER 
Many years ago I was living in London. One day I received 
a telegram from my son in Hastings saying, ‘‘ Meet Madge 


at Victoria and see her safely across to Euston. Bad news 
from home.’ 

I knew Madge’s mother had been ailing for some time. 
I, naturally, thought she was not so well. Arriving at 
Victoria I found I had some minutes to wait for the train, so 
I sat down under the clock where we always waited and 
watched the people going to and fro. 

After a few minutes, I saw Madge’s brother Willie pass 
by and I ran after him, but, of course, soon lost him in the 
crowd. I thought, he has come up to meet her and I sat down 
again feeling I should see him when the train came in. 

It came and I helped Madge into a cab with her luggage. 
While doing so | said ‘‘ Your mother?’’? and she answered 
“Oh, no! It is Willie, and he isn’t expected to recover.”’ 
So nearly as I could ascertain he had passed away during my 
wait in the station. 


TureeE months before my husband died—three nights in succes- 
sion-——-a motor hearse and two coaches appeared before our 
front gate. On the fourth night I asked my husband to 
come to the gate for a bit of fresh air, thinking he would 
help me to solve the mystery. But nothing came. We went 
to the gate very many times together, but nothing appeared. 
Then one night I went alone, and the hearse and coaches 
appeared. I felt something was going to happen, and this 
came to prepare me. We were a most devoted pair. My 
husband died suddenly a week after the last appearance. 


SOUTHAMPTON 

Durinc the late War it was my duty to be on board ship as 
a seaman. One dark night, when I was keeping my watch 
on deck as quartermaster and pacing to and fro, I was 
suddenly amazed to see in front of me what appeared to be a 
form of a man. 

It was only visible for a few seconds and then disappeared. 
It gave me quite a shock and I began to wonder if I had 
lost my nerves. I related my story to some of my ship 
mates; and they tried to convince me I wasn’t ‘‘ all there.” 
But, strange to say, whilst we were talking, the news was 
brought to us, that one of the stewards had died suddenly in 
his cabin. I can’t say it was his ghost I saw, but the coinci- 
dence was a strange one. Why should I have been the only 
one to see this form—which I am sure I did see? 
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ILFORD 


I HAVE read with great interest the letters upon ghosts, and 
venture to think the following circumstances may prove 
interesting to your readers. They are the experiences of a 
friend and myself. We are two elderly women, friends from 
childhood, quite opposites in every way—she quite orthodox, 
I of a questionable turn of mind and with a leaning towards 
spiritualism, anything ghostly or weird having a_ strange 
fascination for me. This is my friend’s experience. Many 
years ago she had a sailor lover—a cousin, who had sailed 
on a voyage. One night she dreamed a dream or saw a 
vision—I hardly know which to term it. She saw a ship 
which appeared to have been roughly handled, having on 
deck one solitary individual—a man in whom she easily 
recognised her cousin. The ship rushed rapidly before 
the wind, apparently sinking as it went, until it was out of 
sight. A few weeks passed and my friend, made anxious by 
the dream, wrote to the mother relating what had occurred. 
This was the reply—the mother was sadly afraid that the 
dream was only too true, for she had that morning received 
a letter from the ship’s owners saying that, owing to the 
fact that the ship was weeks overdue, also to the prevalence 
of terrible storms in the direction where it had gone, they 
were afraid it was lost with all on board. And I am sorry to 
say it was never more heard of. 


Now for my own experience. I, too, had a cousin who, 
with his family, left England for Russia. I still remember 
how distressed I was when I was lifted up to the cab to bid 
my playmate good-bye, on the way to the docks where the 
ship lay. Strange to say, years passed and we neither heard 
or saw any of them again. Ten years passed away and we 
seemed to have forgotten all about them, when, one day, 
walking in the garden, suddenly, I seemed to come under a 
spell. I could not move or speak, and yet I remember how 
real the nearness of my cousin was to me. I was much 
shaken when the visitation passed away. The strange part 
of the story is this:—The foregoing happened in early May. 
My cousin’s parents came to England in August. They told 
me that their son was dead and that my name was con- 
stantly on his lips during his last hours on earth. They 
also said that the day and time of my vision corresponded 
exactly with the time of his death. My friend and I, although 
we differ in so many points, are agreed in this: ‘‘ There are 
more things in heaven and earth than we dream of in our 
philosophy.”’ 
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NORWICH 
Some years ago I was staying in Crowborough. About two 
o’clock one morning IJ awoke with the feeling that some- 
body was in the room with me. Sitting up in bed, I switched 
on the electric light, and saw, to my astonishment, a friend 
of mine standing close by. She looked sad and in trouble. 
I drew her on to the bed beside me and tried to comfort her. 
Suddenly I realised I was alone and talking to an empty 
room. It must have been a dream, I thought, as I knew 
my friend was miles away. 

Next day a wire arrived to say my friend’s sister-in-law, 
with whom she was staying, had died during the night. 

A few days later my friend came to stay with me. While 
talking together, I told her of my experience and described 
how she was dressed when I saw her. ‘‘ Strange,’’ she 


remarked. ‘‘ That was exactly how I was dressed, and I did 
so long for you to be with me, for it was the first time I had 
been with anyone who was dying. Then, without any 


apparent reason, I felt comforted.” 

We are both still alive and well, and I often wonder at the 
strange experience that befell me years ago, for I am not a 
nervy person and have never experienced anything like it since. 


IPSWICH 

Many years ago, when a youth, residing with my parents at 
Tavistock Crescent, Paddington, I had occasion to go upstairs 
to my room. On entering I was arrested by the brilliancy of 
the moonlight which radiated the whole room. 

On the outside of the window, about two feet distant, I 
distinctly saw an apparition—the outline of a man, who I 
recognised as one of my uncles, whose favourite nephew I 
was known to be. 

I returned to the dining-room and related the incident to 
my brothers and sisters. They immediately accompanied me 
upstairs. Although the apparition was still there, neither of 
them could see it, so, of course, ridiculed the idea of such a 
thing. The apparition suddenly vanished. 

Next morning a telegram was delivered, informing us that 
my uncle had ‘‘ passed on ”’ the previous evening, the time 
coinciding minutely with that of the appearance of the 
apparition. 

I am not aware that I am psychic. I had never before, nor 
since, had such an experience. 

I cannot even say that I believe in ghosts, yet I gladly 
submit these unvarnished facts for what they are worth. 

I shall be keenly interested in any explanation from any 
of your readers 
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GLOUCESTERSHIRE 

Many years ago, whilst my father was away from home on a 
visit to his parents, a very strange and startling coincidence 
occurred in the grounds of our residence. Being Christmas time 
we had a large party of friends staying for the festive season. 
Whilst we were in the midst of a very enjoyable evening, we 
heard loud knocking on the door. I went to see who the 
visitor might be, when, to my astonishment, no one was 
visible. I returned to the drawing-room and told mother, at 
the same time remarking, ‘‘ It is strange; I am sure I heard 
a knock.” ‘‘So did I,’? she answered. ‘‘ Whatever is going 
to happen?’’ ‘‘ Oh, it is nothing, mother dear! Don’t worry 
about it, ’’ I said; but, before I could say another word, the 
noise was repeated. This time I felt too nervous to go alone 
to the door, and asked one of my brothers to accompany me. 
We were amazed to find again no one was there. I 
proposed waiting outside the door a little while to see if we 
could discover the meaning of these repeated sounds, when, 
on looking round, we saw a white figure, as it were, flying 
through the air with arms outstretched over its head. My 
brother picked up a stone and threw, but, although quite 
close, it appeared to fly out of the way each time he threw 
anything. Then, suddenly, the figure alighted, glided to the 
gate, and vanished. Next day a letter arrived to inform us 
grandfather had passed away during the night. 


BROCKLEY 
THE steadying hand of time and even very limited experience 
have taught me not to scoff at apparent absurdities in con- 
nection with imputed ghostly happenings. 

I narrate the following incident just as it happened :— 

After marriage in Kingstown, in 1883 (thank God we are 
still going strong), we resided in Shaw Street, Liverpool. There 
existed between my wife and an aunt a warm mutual affec- 
tion. The aunt resided in a Dublin suburb and meant to 
come and live with us, but, being’a sufferer from rheumatism, 
she kept putting off the ordeal of crossing the Irish Sea. When 
we were about two years married, very early on a Whit- 
Monday morning, my wife was awakened by a very cold 
breath over her, and, to her astonishment, saw her aunt 
sitting on the bed. Knowing that the aunt must be in 
Dublin she felt that there was something extraordinary about 
her being present, and her first question was—‘‘ Is my father 
dead? ’? (Her father was ailing.) For answer she got in very 
solemn tones :—‘‘ Hush—Blessed are the dead that dieth in 
the Lord.’”? My wife then asked her—‘‘ Who let you in?’? 


54 WARNINGS FROM BEYOND 


Whereupon her aunt faded away. Up to this my wife was 
calm, but the amazing incident, naturally, startled her and 
she woke me to tell me her astounding experience. I (like so 
many others) at once said, ‘‘ You have had a very vivid 
dream; don’t think of it, and go to sleep.’’ She tried to sleep 
but had to get up and kneel in prayer. I then realized that 
there was something in it but still inclined to the vivid dream 
theory. Two of her brothers happened to be on a visit to us, 
and, when we all met downstairs, they agreed with me that 
it was doubtless a dream. At breakfast, however, we were 
nonplussed by the receipt of a telegram that her aunt died 
that morning. No doubt, when dying, she was repeating the 
psalm— ‘‘ Blessed are the dead that dieth in the Lord.” 

To me this apparition is as wonderful as an apparition after 
death, and, though not too credulous, I reverently regard these 
mysterious happenings. 


DEVON 

ONE morning in October, 1918, when the “ ’flu’’ was 
raging, I opened my back door to shake a rug. Looking 
down over the garden I was amazed to see my 
sister, who lived in Canada, floating, in white, on top of the 
gooseberry bush. I said ‘‘ Oh, Lily!’? and she vanished. 
I dropped my rug, feeling sure she was in danger or dying, 
and. prayed that His presence would be with her. I did not 
tell my husband for a few days, as he did not believe much 
in those things, but kept saying ‘*I wonder how Lily is?’’ 
My husband said ‘‘ Why are you worrying so about Lily?” I 
told him what I had seen. He was very impressed and said 
‘“‘I could not laugh at that.’? About 10 days after telling 
him, he entered my bedroom one morning with an open 
letter in his hand and said ‘‘ Your sister Lily is dead.”’ 

I pondered why and what she wanted me for, when, like a 
flash, came ‘‘ write to Ed.’? Ed. was her lover in the trenches. 
The family were very much against the match and, as he 
replied, had I not written him he would not have known 
until the war was over and he had returned to Canada. 


+B] 


BINGLEY 

Some years ago I was going home to see my Mother who was 
not well. On arriving at Leicester I found I had some time - 
to wait for my train, so went to look at the shops. After a 
while, I saw a very pretty vase in one shop which I thought 
my Mother would like. I decided I would buy it for her. 
Just as I put my hand on the door knob I felt a hand laid 
on my shoulder and a voice distinctly said, ‘‘ Don’t buy that 
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vase, your Mother will never need it, she died just five minutes 
ago.’”’? I looked round quickly but there was nobody near 
me. When I arrived home I found my Mother had passed 
away whilst I had been looking into the shop window. 


ISLEWORTH 

Tue incident I am about to relate is still perfectly fresh in my 
memory, although it happened some years ago. It was in 
the middle of August, and the time about one a.m. I was in 
bed, with my husband peacefully sleeping beside me, when, 
being unable to sleep, I arose to get a book to read. While 
engaged in reading I heard a slight noise and looking up was 
startled to see standing at the foot of the bed a young girl 
looking intently at my husband. She had a fair complexion 
and golden hair coiled round her head. I at once attempted 
to get out of bed, but found myself unable to do so. One 
leg seemed to be fixed in some way. The figure smiled but, 
as I gazed intently at her, she seemed to be transparent, as I 
could see the time by the clock on the mantelpiece behind her. 
On that day three weeks afterwards, and exactly at the same 
time, my husband died quite suddenly and unexpectedly. 
Some time after the occurrence, I remembered that my 
husband in his early youth had been engaged to a young fair 
girl in Ireland who died. 


FULHAM 

I once had a vivid experience which led me to think there is 
something more mysterious about our life than we have yet 
fathomed. My uncle was a sea captain of a sailing vessel. 
On his last voyage between London and Sydney he was 
accompanied by his wife and two children. One night I 
wakened and distinctly saw the ship capsize. Not given to 
anything of a ‘‘ visionary ’’? nature I spoke to my husband of 
what I had seen. He replied, ‘‘ Nonsense! Go to sleep. It’s 
all right.’”’ We were both sufficiently interested, however, 
to carefully note the date. Some time after, the news came 
that my uncle’s ship had been caught in a cyclone. Another 
vessel which caught the tail of the same terrific storm reported 
that shortly before, it had passed the doomed ship in full 
sail. Before the sails could be hauled in she must have 
capsized. The date coincided exactly with that of my vision. 


KETTERING 

ABOUT sixteen years ago, we lived in Rudington, a village 
about six miles from Nottingham. I was in business at 
Nottingham, and trains were few and far between. Arriving 
home about ten-thirty one November night, having 
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been kept late at the office, I found my mother waiting up 
for me. As soon as I entered the house, she said, ‘‘ Don’t 
think I am half asleep or talking nonsense, but half an hour 
ago your grandma (her mother, who had died before I was 
born) was here. She appeared so real I could have spoken 
to her if I hadn’t been so astonished.”’ 

We went up to bed and didn’t think any more of this 
happening until my father (who had been in America two 
years) came home the following Christmas. He had a dis- 
coloured eye. When I asked him the cause of it he said he 
had to go from Elyria, Ohio, where he was then living, to 
Cleveland, to book his passage home, and it was a very lonely 
road. 

On his return journey he was set upon by a ‘‘ hobo,’’ who 
attacked him mercilessly, robbed him, and left him for dead. 
Had it not been for someone in a solitary wayside cottage 
hearing his cries and coming to his aid, there is no doubt he 
would have died. He kept the news from us because he knew 
how it would trouble us all. When he produced a bundle of 
American newspapers giving accounts of the murderous attack 
upon him, my mother suddenly remembered rg S 
appearance to her. 

It coincided exactly with the time sna date father gave. 
During Grandma’s lifetime she was greatly attached to father. 


CROFTON PARK 

My brother and I grew up devoted to each other and 
‘* inseparables ’’ until his firm sent him to South Africa on 
business. 

Some months after that I had a strange experience which 
left a lasting impression on my mind. I was attending a 
young people’s party at the house of friends who were quite 
unknown to my brother. Whilst enjoying the mild pleasures 
of the evening and certainly not thinking of him, I distinctly 
heard my brother’s voice call my name—the pet name he 
himself had given me. I turned, fully expecting to find him 
in the room; he was not there visibly, but in my own con- 
sciousness I felt he was at my side. The weird sense of his 
presence was most real; more so indeed, than the living 
people in the room, who seemed to recede as my brother 
strove to make himself known—or so it appeared to me. 

Some hours later, a cablegram was received from Capetown 
telling of my brother’s death in hospital there, at the exact 
hour of his visit to me. 

My conviction is, that, in spirit, he actually did try to com- 
municate with me on that occasion. 


INEXPLICABLE EXPERIENCES 


ry 


) An Unseen Menace 


In June, 1924, I was staying at Rhossilly, near Worm’s 
Head. At the back of the village is a huge down, some 
600 feet above Rhossilly Bay. About five o’clock in the 
afternoon Istarted toclimbthedown. The path gradually 
left behind houses and all signs of human life. High upon 
the moor, large boulders were scattered round, and as I 
mounted higher, the feeling of exhilaration with which 
I had started gradually left me—I began to feel vaguely 
weary. I looked around—no one in sight—-the sun 
shining beautifully—alark singing overhead! “Foolish!” 
I murmured to myself and went on. Yet my uneasiness 
increased. Alittle breathless, [hurried tothe top. Below 
lay the blue expanse of Rhossilly Bay, its white-crested 
breakers curling over miles of deserted golden sands. 
My isolation at the top of the wind-swept moor was 
complete. 

I sat down and began to laugh at my terrors of a moment 
before. 

Suddenly I stopped, petrified. Came a low hideous 
chuckle just behind me. I turned quickly. Nothing 
there ! 

I sat very still and waited—then looked from side to 
side. I was being WATCHED. Slowly, painfully, in 
an agony of horror, I turned my head to see I knew not 
what. Nothing there—only the giant stones. 

Mentally and physically I shook myself, then stood up 
and slowly looked in every direction over the top of the 
down. The lark had stopped singing. There was no 
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sound, no movement. But all the time the sensation of 
WATCHERS. I turned to look at the sea, trying vainly 
to get back to normal. | é 

Then horror, violent sickening seized me. A huge 
menacing form enveloped rather than touched me. I 
prayed and shrieked aloud, and began to run—run madly 
down the steep to the sea. I fell and rolled over and over, 
like a child, until, far below, I landed in a ditch. And the 
sequel! I returned to my lodging; and, before saying 
anything, my mother and sister told me how they had been 
in an agony of anxiety while I was out. 

I made inquiries about the down, next day. ‘Oh! 
the moor!” said anative. ‘‘Manyaone has been frightened 
badly up there. It’s got an evil name. Some say the old 
Stone Men used to live up there—I could have warned 
you, miss, if you had asked me.”’ 


The Phantom Organist 


QUITE recently a friend of mine was called into a certain 
college chapel in Oxford. The verger had heard sounds 
proceeding from the organ, and, scarcely daring to believe 
his ears, sought the testimony of another witness. Sure 
enough, notes were being emitted from the instrument ; 
and, stranger still, there were sounds as of stops being 
drawn out and pushed back. It was broad daylight—in 
the morning—and, in utter astonishment, my friend and 
the verger entered the organ-loft and made a thorough 
search. No cause for this strange occurrence was dis- 
covered, but the invisible organist again made music while 
they were in the loft! 

No tune could be identified—though the notes were 
sometimes high in the scale, and sometimes low. This 
continued at intervals during the day, but, on the morrow, 
the sounds ceased as mysteriously as they had begun. 
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“¢ Mental Malpractice”’ 


WHEN a young child my parents took me to inspect a 
house, which they had taken at a well-known health 
resort. 

It was a very pleasant, well-built, semi-detached villa; 
but I remember feeling very sorry for the people who 
were vacating the house, for their only child had just 
died suddenly, and they were suffering terribly from 
grief and shock. 

We moved into the house and were quite happy there 
until the following Christmas, when my father died 
suddenly from heart-failure. He was young and looked, 
and apparently was, in the best of health. So it wasa 
great shock to his devoted wife and children. 

While we were packing up, preparatory to leaving the 
place, I overheard our nearest neighbour telling a relative, 
that it was a strange occurrence, and well known to the 
neighbourhood, that as far back as they could remember, 
everyone who had come to live in that house had lost a 
member of their family suddenly by death. She gavea 
few recent names and who they had lost and said they 
had felt distressed when we took the house. 

I have never entertained superstitious thoughts, but 
in later years have tried to account for the above facts. 

I have wondered if there is any power in mental sugges- 
tion or, rather, mental malpractice? People in the 
neighbourhood would have been mentally suggesting a 
death, when expecting it to happen. If there is such a 
power, in human conscience, one needs to keep one’s 
thoughts spiritually on guard against the works of dark- 


ness. 


The Ghostly Hand 


STAYING a week with friends in a Cambridge village, 
I had to sleep in a room which had two doors—east and 
west. I had heard nothing about the room being haunted. 
At twelve o’clock midnight, both doors opened and shut 
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with a bang, and a figure, bending over my bed, placed 
a cold hand on my forehead. I immediately sat up, but 
the figure had gone and I heard no more. The second 
night, I left my candle burning. At midnight the doors 
opened and shut, and the candle went out. The same 
figure bent over my bed and the cold hand was again 
placed on my forehead. I put my hand up to clutch it, 
but it was gone. I resolved to lie awake and watch on 
the third night, and the same thing happened ; the candle 
went out and the figure appeared. I was told afterwards 
it always happens to everyone who sleeps in this room. 


Obliging Ghost 


SoME years ago, my father went to spend his holidays 
with his brother who was living in a cottage in a village 
in the Midlands. In this cottage was a winding staircase, 
and near the top of the stairs was a small window with 
a wide window-board. My uncle said that at night they 
used to hear a sound as if someone was hammering on 
this board. One day he decided to find out what it was. 
He broke away the plaster at the sides of the window 
and pulled the board out. Underneath the board he 
found a good sum of money. After the removal of the 
money, the knockings were never heard again. 


ond ee oe 


Experience at a Funeral 


CoMPARATIVELY recently I was in a church on the occasion 
of my brother’s funeral service. The minister conducting 
the service was offering prayer. The day was a beautiful 
calm August one. Suddenly, without any apparent 
cause, a rushing wind passed through the church. The 
heavy doors leading to the vestry were blown open. At 
the same moment, a sound which resembled to me the 
emptying of a receptacle of broken glass near the coffin 
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was heard. The minister ceased the prayer, and looked 
about in astonishment. The officials of the church were 
at a loss to explain the phenomena. I have not yet heard 
a satisfactory explanation from anyone who was present 
and heard it. 


ee ee ee 


From a Manchester Paper 


ONE correspondent sends us a cutting from the Man- 
chester City News of January 2nd, 1926. He writes :— 

Perhaps the enclosed, if sufficiently interesting for 
your “Ghost” stories, might bring out some further 
information regarding this particular one. 

The writer of the letter is a nephew of mine, and his 
statements are perfectly reliable. He was born in Man- 
chester, and has lived there always. Whether the an- 
cestors alluded to are on his father’s or mother’s side I 
do not know. When he had been to the “ Cell,’’ he wrote 
me some other particulars re their visit, but I destroyed 
the letters, as they were not important. 


KERSAL CELL VISION 


Sir,—I should be greatly interested and obliged if any 
of your readers could inform me of any legends, etc., 
referring to Kersal Cell. 

Last night (Christmas Eve) I, accompanied by my 
sister, went outside the grounds of Kersal Cell, on the 
main road, overlooking the Cell grounds, and a large 
field adjoining, and at 11.55 exactly my companion saw 
the figure of a monk in the field with one arm outstretched. 
We then walked on a few yards and spoke to two youths. 
We mentioned the occurrence to them, and all walked 
back to where the lady had seen the figure. She again 
saw the same thing, and it was seen also by one of the 
youths but not by the other. 

This was immediately after a church clock had struck 
twelve. I myself saw nothing at all on both occasions. 
The figure was not very plain, even in the moonlight, 
but tallied exactly with a figure of a monk my sister 
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once saw in a house in which we lived in Broughton sixteen 
years ago. 

In one of Harrison Ainsworth’s books, I may add, 
mention is made of ancestors of mine being in the habit 
of visiting Kersal Cell. STRAD. 

Higher Broughton. 


a ee 


Delkrium ? 


TuHIs may be set down by some as the offering of a first- 
class compiler of fiction. It is, however, true. In the 
late spring of 1924, I was “on the road ” from Morpeth 
in Scotland, and simply had to be in a southern town by 
the end of a fortnight. At eight o’clock on a Saturday 
night I arrived in Darlington, to find that my next “hop ”’ 
was to York. It so happened that my left ankle was 
swollen out of all proportion to the right, and to proceed 
was a physical impossibility. Of this I was certain. 
I could not walk another furlong, and, laying down just 
beyond the town, I fell asleep, and dreamed horrors, until 
the small hours of the morning. I then awoke—to find 
myself leaning at a signpost beyond the town of Thirsk. 
In my sleep of exhaustion I had walked, with one ankle 
swollen to the size of a cricket ball, more than twenty 
miles on the road I had intended to take. And of doing 
the journey I have no more recollection than flying. 


Explain, Who Can? 


AxBouT twenty years ago, as a youth in my ’teens, with 
no “‘nerves”’ or imagination, I had an eerie experience. 
I was walking over a bare mountain-side in North Wales, 
about ten o’clock on a bright summer night. The track 
was plainly visible, being an old road, now disused by 
all but farmers’ carts. The centre, where horses and 
foot-passengers walked, was hard and stony. No hedges 
or fences of any kind bordered the road, and for a distance 
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of about a mile alongside there was not even bracken 
or heather—nothing in which a sheep could be hidden. 
Suddenly, seemingly from nowhere, a man appeared 
about twenty yards ahead, walking in the middle of the 
track. His feet made no sound, although mine did, and 
my shoes were not heavy. He never turned his head. 
I shouted—no reply. I quickened my pace to overtake 
him—he went faster, maintaining the same distance. I 
slackened speed—he did the same. I trotted—he seemed 
to glide forward at my greater speed. Nothing could 
bring me any nearer. Suddenly, without warning, and 
instantaneously, the figure disappeared! My heart 
beating more quickly, I hurried past the spot and slackened 
not until I had reached a farmhouse and shelter, some 
two miles along the road. 

Who was it? I was told a half-remembered story of 
smugglers, highwaymen, murder, and ghosts which have 
persisted on that mountain-side since last century, but I 
got no satisfactory explanation. Remember—no fog, a 
light night, a hard road, no hiding places or houses, and 
then explain who can ! 


An Unwelcome Prophet 


THERE is a feud of long standing between a friend of mine 
and her husband, and an eccentric old gentleman. The 
circumstances that caused it are somewhat strange. 

A few years after my friend was married, her husband 
became acquainted with this gentleman, and invited him 
to dinner. When dinner was over, their son, a bright 
little fellow of three years, was brought into the room and 
introduced to the visitor, who, after looking at him 
queerly fora moment, remarked in an undertone to my 
friend’s husband : 

“T shall not be passing this way again for three years, 
and when I do, your little boy will be dying.” 

Although somewhat annoyed by this uncalled-for 
remark, my friends, who were not at all superstitious 
and who knew their son to be in the most robust of health, 
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attached no importance to it. However, three years 
later, to the very day, the—now most unwelcome— 
visitor called again, and Eric, who lay ill with bronchial 
pneumonia, died a few hours later. | 

This happened many years ago, but my friends have 
not spoken to this gentleman since, and are firmly con- 
vinced that he is possessed of some evil, psychic power. 


A Night in a Hay Cart 


TWELVE years ago I was in Cumberland, on the Penrith 
road to Cockermouth. Not being able to get a lodging, 
I decided to have a night in the open. I walked along 
until eleven p.m., then, finding a gate leading to a field, 
I went in. There I discovered a hay cart with hay in it. 
I decided to lay down in the cart and have a rest. } 4 

I must have slept some time when I awoke, feeling 
that I was not alone. On sitting up, I saw a man in 
evening dress of the Gladstone period. I addressed him 
saying that I had come to lay down there, owing to the 
fact that I could not get a lodging. I also said that I 
was harmless and could not set the place on fire, as I did 
not carry matches. . 

I thought I had better apologise for being there in case 
I was trespassing. Getting no reply to my statements, 
and seeing his glassy eyes, I was struck dumb with fear. 
I moved from the hay cart and he seemed to try to follow 
so as to get me into a corner of the shed. I regained my 
speech, and shouted, “Speak or I will throw a brick.” I had 
found one at my feet. I stooped to pick it up, but found 
I was still paralysed with fear, and I could not stand 
straight or drop the brick. During that time, he seemed 
to be getting closer to me. Suddenly I lost all fear, 
and made a running jump at him, and went right through 
him, and he disappeared. I then went walking until 
daylight, when I saw a farm. I approached the owners, 
and told them my experience. They told me I was not 
the first man who had seen that apparition. 


REMARKABLE STORIES OF 
GHOSTS OF THE LIVING 


—— 


A Strange Vision 


WHEN I was a youth of about seventeen or eighteen, my 
father rented a small piece of ground in the country for 
the purpose of growing an extra supply of potatoes. This 
“‘ potato patch ” was situated about a mile from home, 
and, in the lifting season, my father would call there in 
the evening on his way home from work and lift enough 
potatoes to filla wheelbarrow. My task was to push the 
barrow from home to the “ patch ”’ and meet him there. 
One evening I was approaching the place as usual, and, 
when within about thirty yards, I could see my father 
stooping at his work. At this moment he stood erect, 
then leaned on his fork, and looking in my direction, 
he shouted: “‘Come on, Jack,” then bent to his work 
again. What I saw occupied several seconds, and I had 


not the slightest doubt about his being there. My gaze — 


then, evidently, wandered elsewhere, while I still advanced. 
But, on again looking and expecting to see my father 
within a very short distance in front, I was amazed to 
find that he was nowhere in sight. I continued advanc- 
ing to the actual spot where I had seen him, then, finding 
that he had vanished, I immediately turned and ran, 
still pushing the barrow. When nearly home, I met my 
father coming to fetch me back, as, for some now forgotten 
reason, he had not called at the “ patch” that evening. 
This incident occurred in a good light and in a clear open 
space on which there was nothing larger than the surround- 
ing withered potato haulm, and, as I had performed the 
journey seve.*l times previously, it cannot be said that I 
was in a “jumpy ”’ condition. 
Although this occurred many years ago, a satisfactory 
explanation would still be welcomed. 
65 
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ve Life-Savin e Ursion 


Tue following is just a simple statement of a vision that 
had far-reaching effects, insomuch as the subject of that 
vision is now doing good work in a great bank, is happily 
married, and the father of a beautiful child. 


Some years ago, my father and I had made arrangements 
to take a three weeks’ holiday. Before leaving home, 
we paid a visit to one of my nephews, aged nineteen, 
who was slowly recovering: from a serious illness. 


We left home the following morning and spent three 
happy days. On the fourth morning I surprised my 
father at the breakfast table by saying that we must re- 
turn that very day, giving as my reason an account of 
a strange experience that had come to me during the 
night. 


About three o’clock I awoke suddenly, and, as I lay 
awake, I distinctly saw my nephew in his own bedroom, 
looking very much worse than when we last saw him. 
Indeed, I could see he was dying. After hearing this, 
my father made all preparations for our homeward journey, 
and, at seven o'clock the same evening, we were once 
again in the sick-room and found everything exactly 
as I had seen it in my vision of the previous night. 


The dector had just told them he could do no more 
and that the end was not far off. Immediately, we 
called in an eminent specialist. After a prolonged ex- 
amination, he told us of one method of treatment which 
might save the boy’s life. This was tried, with the result 
that, after many, many months, he recovered. 
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Grandmother's (all 


SOME years ago I went with my uncle to fish in a well- 
known river in North Wales. Fishing had been free until 
then and we all resented paying for a licence—and, in 
our case, we did not pay. My grandmother was much 
perturbed, but poaching we went. 


We were fishing a part ofthe river close to a railway 
bridge and having excellent sport, when we heard some- 
one call us two or three times. I got on the bank and, 
to my surprise, there was my grandmother leaning on a 
stile by the railway embankment. My uncle came up 
to me and I told him that it was my grandmother who 
was calling, and said: “‘ There she is, leaning on the stile.’’ 
As I pointed in her direction she vanished. We ran to 
the place and then on to the railway bridge where we could 
see for miles around, but no one was in sight. We packed 
up and returned home. Sitting by the fireside was grand- 
mother and an old friend with her. He said to us: “I 
am glad that you have returned, your grandmother has 
been worrying about you, and I heard her calling you— 
she had dropped to sleep. When she woke I asked her 
if she had been dreaming, and she told me she had, and had 
seen you fishing above the railway bridge.” 


We did not tell them of our experience, but kept it a 
secret for some time. 


This incident did not precede any untoward incident. 
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Foretelling Death 


My wife had a dressmaking business. There was a work- 
room which occupied the whole depth of the premises. 
There were two iron gates in the fence—one opened up 
to the front door, the other opened on to a path round the 
back of the house and, so, to the back entrance door 
to the workroom. Work having slacked down on the 
approach of Christmas, 1910, the workroom hands were 
standing off a few days. One day during January, IgII, 
I was having my dinner, sitting facing the window. My 
youngest daughter was sitting at the end of the table 
where she could get a view of a portion of the path. Look- 
ing at her, I saw a strange look on her face. Instantly, 
I looked at the window in time to see a short, very upright 
female form pass by. The movement was not as one 
walking, but as the pushing, gliding movement of the old 
Marionettes. This form was of a blue steely grey, 
and, as one might say, as if the very centre of one’s being 
had been cut out. My child asked me what it was and I 
replied : ‘‘Someone going to the back door cf the work- 
room.” Her mother then told her to go along the passage 
to the workroom and see if anyone was at the back door 
of the workroom (the door being glass and a small window 
on each side), but she refused to go and went into one of 
the front rooms to her sister. I then told my wife and her 
mo her what we had seen and the uncanniness of it. 
My mother-in-law then went to the workroom, but could 
see nothing. At that time, a wedding order coming in, 
my wife sent to the various hands to come in on a certain 
date. All came but one, who promised to come the fol- 
lowing day. When she came, my wife noticed she was ill, 
and sometimes quite rambling in her talk. My wife sent 
one of the hands to see her home. A doctor was sent for, 
and he pronounced it double pneumonia. In a few hours 
she had passed on. Now, the form my child and I saw 
was hers exactly in build, uprightness, and movement. 
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Mentioning this to a gentleman shortly after, he said, 
had I left my dinner and gone to the workroom I should 
probably have seen that form sitting in her accustomed 
seat, but my wife’s mother, not having that sight, saw 
nothing. I then wrote to Sir Oliver Lodge, who was 
interested in such things. He sent my letter to a gentle- 
man in Bradford, who sent to me asking some questions 
for my wife and mother-in-law to answer. I sent him a 
rough plan of the house and paths, and this plan came out, 
shortly after, in one of the scientific papers, but I could 
obtain nothing satisfactory respecting it. I might say 
that since then I have seen things in daylight that people 
would scoff at were I to mention them, only because they 
have not the necessary sight, and what they can’t see 
they will not believe. Are you, or is anyone you know, 
able to give an explanation of that apparition ? 


The Reid Table laid for Three 


My “ ghost ” has the advantage of having been witnessed 
by two persons. My husband and I expected a guest 
to dinner—a frequent and punctual one. She was late, 
and, at length, we decided to start without her, her place 
and chair remaining in readiness. 


Half-way through the meal, our heads suddenly turned 
at the same moment towards the door which, unlatched, 
had opened a little. The next instant we rose to greet 
our belated guest—(for it was she)—simultaneously utter- 
ing her name. But, wraith-like, she passed through the 
opening, and was gone, leaving us gaping. 

Afterwards, we learned that, sickness detaining her, 
she was worried at not being able to let us know, and her 
thoughts were with us in our familiar places—the round 
table laid for three. 

But the actual significance of her undoubted “ appear- 


a) 


ance’’ remains a mystery to us. 


OTHER STORIES OF LIVING 
APPEARING TO LIVING 


VisITING the North after an absence of four years, I called 
at a certain farm to renew acquaintance with an old chum. 
After tea, I was left in the drawing-room while the various 
jobs so essential in the house received attention. Suddenly, 
along the corridor came the tread of feet. The regular, 
somewhat loud, and even tread, at once arrested my atten- 
tion, and my eyes involuntarily sought the snack of the 
door. The steps came to a halt, there was a click as the 
snack of the door waslifted, and the door opened. The head 
and shoulders of an aged woman were thrust into the room. 
The eyes, staring and glassy, gazed slowly round the roomand, 
after resting on me for a moment or two, the visitor was 
apparently satisfied that the person wanted was not present. 
She then withdrew and walked away with the same well- 
marked tread. The old lady I easily recognised as the 
grandmother of my chum, and I knew she had been dead 
for a dozen years. Strangely enough, I was informed later 
in the evening that the morrow was to see a settlement of the 
will of the grandfather who had died about a year previously. 
This, I take to be the astral body of a deceased person. Fur- 
ther, I believe all people to be possessed of such an ethereal 
body. I have seen the secretary of a well-known doctor 
on three occasions in places remote from his actual presence. 
Recently the sergeant of the local police retired, and on several 
occasions I have met his astral body patrolling the roads. 
These are examples from living persons. But I am told it is 
only ‘‘ imagination,’ and yet, on a particular Sunday night, 
I yearned to be present at a service six miles away. The 
following day, I met a lady who expressed surprise at seeing 
me near the church the previous evening. Within a dozen 
yards of her I met a man whose first words were “‘ Glad to 
see you at our church last night.’’ This second confirmation 
made the case interesting, but the most remarkable part came 
when, after leaving him, another man stopped me, and asked 
me how I enjoyed the service. By a process of questioning, 
without making him aware that I was not at the service, 
he informed me that I sat near to him at the end of a par- 
ticular row. 

Here were three people who, undoubtedly, had seen some- 
thing. It was not likely they were all suffering from imagina- 
tion, 
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Two years ago, an uncle of mine was taken very ill, and those 
of his brothers and sisters who lived near were sent for with 
the news that he was seriously ill. Being a student, and 
not having a great deal of time at my disposal in the ordinary 
way, I was obliged oftentimes to remain up all night to get 
through the amount of work required. On this particular 
occasion, I had decided to remain up, and, after my father 
and aunt had gone to my sick uncle, who lived some few 
miles away, I commenced my work. 

For some hours I plodded on without interruption, the 
only sound being the methodical ticking of the clock on the 
wall, 

I cannot say by what impulse I looked up from my books, 
but, suddenly, I became aware of a dead silence. 

I am positive to this day that the clock ceased ticking 
for the brief space of three seconds, but, when I glanced at 
it, the pendulum was still swinging, and the clock went on 
ticking. 

The clock’s dial indicated ten minutes to three, and, simul- 
taneously, I heard a deep sigh. It seemed to come from the 
chair in which my grandmother was accustomed to sit, and 
-I looked round with a start of fear. I was alone in the room 
and my brothers and sisters were all in bed. I am certain 
I hea d it, and the whole uncanny business filled me with 
a vague sense of fear, which became so oppressive, that I 
was obliged to give up my studies and retire, 

I was unable to close my eyes, and, when morning broke, 
I fell into a troubled sleep. 

At nine o'clock, my father and aunt returned with the 
news that my uncle had passed away at ten minutes to three 
that morning. 

The curious thing is, that in describing the end, my aunt 
remarked that as soon as my uncle died, my grandmother 
gave a deep sigh and sank into a chair. 

This may appear far-fetched or imaginative, but it certainly 
was my experience. 


ONE summer morning I awoke as a clock in the neighbour- 
hood struck three. The moon silvered all with a pale light. 
It must be distinctly understood I was quite awake. Sud- 
denly the door was opened, and in the next room I saw a 
friend of mine with his gun, and his jumping hound. Be- 
hind both was a thicket, hiding three men furnished with 
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pistols. They were waiting for a victim, and I felt certain 
that that would be my friend. The watchful hound began to 
bark. I could not hear any sound, but I saw his excitement. 
That moment, I knew my friend would turn round and that 
would be his fate. I could not help crying, “‘ Don’t turn 
round,’’ but at the same moment the vision disappeared, 
and I was alone with my dread. 

Later, I met my friend, and he told me his adventure. 
He described the scene of my vision and said that, a short 
time béfore, he had seen the three men who were poachers, 
also a flying roe, and had heard the report of shots. When 
he came to the thicket and his hound began to bark, he thought 
he heard me cry: ‘‘ Don’t turn round.”’ ‘“ And that saved 
me,’’ he said. 


What was it I experienced—a nightmare, an apparition ? 


SoME years ago my chum Cecil went to Canada, and we corre- 
sponded for a time, then the correspondence ceased, and I 
heard nothing more of him. 

At that time I was in business in a town near Birmingham. 
About two years afterwards, returning one day from tea, 
and not thinking of Cecil, I suddenly saw him coming down 
the street, which was just then almost deserted, so that I 
had a good view. As he approached I noticed he was wearing 
a fawn coat. 

Naturally, my first thought was that he had come to Eng- 
land and had called at the shop to see me, and, finding me 
not there, had been instructed where to meet me. I cannot 
say how pleased I felt, and I did not take my eyes off the 
approaching figure. When within about three yards of me, 
he suddenly looked away and passed by as though he had 
not seen me. | 

Disappointed, I walked to the nearest shop window, so 
that I might stand and gaze after him. Yes! it was he; 
his style, his peculiar walk—I could tell him anywhere. 

Still puzzled, I reached my place of business, and the 
governor handed me a letter which had arrived while I had 
been to tea. It was from Cecil. He was in England, and he 
asked me, if I cared to meet him, would I do so next day 
in Birmingham. 

I went, and, strange to relate, he was wearing a fawn coat. 

Was the vision imagination? I think not! 
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CAN you explain the following experience? A dear friend 
of mine passed away. I was most anxious to attend her 
funeral but, being ill at the time, could not do so. I thought 
a great deal about her and, at the time of the funeral, was 
wishing so much I could have got to the church. 

Her sister came to see me the next day and remarked: ‘“‘ We 
were so glad to see you at the church, but why did you rush 
out so quickly; we wanted you to come home.’’ I told her 
I had not been out of the house. She could not credit it. 

Two other relatives of hers also came to see me, and asked 
why I hurried away so, as they both went to speak to me. 
_ When I told them I had not been to the funeral, they could 
not believe me. They even mentioned the clothes I should 
have worn—I was in mourning myself. I was, therefore, 
seen in the church by three different people when I was really 
lying in bed, and wishing I could go. This has always been 
a mystery to me. 


SoME forty years ago, when my parents were newly-married, 
they lived in a house about three miles out of town. A 
short gravel path ran from the front door to the gate, which 
was fastened by an iron ring attached to the post and 
““hooked ” over a spike of the gate, instead of the usual 
latch. 

An elderly gentleman lodger was ill, and was being visited 
regularly by a doctor from the town. One day the doctor 
failed to make his usual call and, after waiting for him till 
half-past ten, my father and mother retired for the night. 

About an hour after, they were awakened by the sound 
of the high-stepping horse and gig coming down the road. 
Father got up and dressed and, while doing so, both my 
parents heard the gig stop, the ring lifted off the gate with 
a clatter, and a quick step sounded on the gravel—and then 
nothing more but the furious barking of the dog which was 
tied up at the back of the house. 

Dad hurried downstairs and opened the door, but there 
was no one there. He stepped down to the gate; there was 
nothing to be seen but a bare country road bathed in moon- 
light. 

The doctor arrived next day, and told them he had been 
called out to a case in the country some distance away. He 
was returning before twelve o’clock, and, when he came to 
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the cross road which led from their place to town, he actually 
pulled up the horse and considered for a moment whether 
he would make his call or not—then decided to go home. 

This is not a ghost story, but it was a strange experience 
for my mother and father. 


WHILE asleep, a few nights before my mother died, I seemed 
aware that I was standing in her sick-room a few streets away. 
It was far more real and vivid than a dream. Although I 
have had many a dream since, on awakening I have always 
realised they were but dreams, but have never again had 
that feeling of having experienced more than a dream. Even 
when I woke I still had a feeling that I had got up and visited 
my mother. The following day I paid my daily visit to her, 
and, to my astonishment, the first thing she asked me was, 
“Why did you come again last night to see me?’’ She 
could not believe my denials, and showed me where I stood, 
which was the spot I had “‘ dreamt’’ I was standing on. 
She maintained stoutly that she had not been dreaming, 
and, I believe, remained unconvinced that I had not been in 
her room the night before. Fearing that she might regard 
our simultaneous ‘‘ visions’’ as a bad omen, I did not tell 
her of my experience the same night. Some believe that 
our spirit can leave the body during sleep and then return ; 
and one friend who holds this belief offered the explanation 
that, being very anxious over my mother, I had left my body, 
and my mother had seen me. This theory certainly suggests 
that one’s ghost can be seen before one’s death. 


THE only “ ghost ’’ I have ever seen was that of a living per- 
son. My father and I were walking along a country road, 
after a heavy fall of snow, when we saw approaching us in 
the distance the figure of a fellow villager. The distinctive 
gait and, later, the features were unmistakable. He came 
straight up the middle of the road, where the snow was partly 
tracked, until he was within a few paces of meeting us. 

Our lips had almost started to frame the customary greeting 
—and in the twinkling of an eye, in clear daylight, he vanished. 
The road was empty. 

We exclaimed together, in consternation, and, I may con- 
fess, fright—‘‘ Where has —--——- gone ?’”’ 
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We had both seen the man, of whom we had not been think- 
ing previous to his appearance. He could not have deviated 
from the centre of the road without our noticing—so close 
was he. Further, there was on either hand a strip of un- 
trodden snow twenty feet wide. Next day we questioned 
the man and learned that he was miles away from the spot 
at the time we saw him. 

A void and purposeless happening! But across the gap 
of nearly thirty years that winter’s morning scene rises un- 
blurred, and the sensation of bewilderment and panic re- 
turns whenever I think of ‘‘ the man who was no longer there.” 


ScENE :—The lodgings of a young Nonconformist minister 
in a small Scottish town. The minister is sitting at his 
breakfast-table reading his newspaper. He glances over the 
top of the paper into a dark corner of the room and sees in 
the shadows the head and bust of Miss X., a young lady 
with whom he had become slightly acquainted while in 
London. ‘The vision remains for several moments, Miss X. 
looking unutterably sad. 

On his next vacation, the minister revisits London, meets 
some mutual friends, and asks, casually, ‘“‘ How is Miss 
pO ie 

‘‘ How strange that you should ask,” is the reply. ‘‘ She 
came to us some months ago”’ (mentioning the time when 
the vision was seen) ‘‘in great trouble, but we told her you 
were the only person who would be likely to help her, but 
that you were far away in Scotland.” 

I have often heard my father relate this curious experience 
which befell him. 


Ir was just over two years ago this happened tome. I am 
a very sound sleeper and seldom wake before time to get up 
in the morning. This particular night, however, I woke up 
and plainly saw my brother’s wife (who had been dead over 
a year) standing at the foot of my bed. Her eyes were 
fixed on mine and I felt she wanted me to understand some- 
thing, but I could not think what. I wondered if I was 
dreaming, but I knew I was not as I could see the furniture. 
I turned my head to see if my wife was in bed. She was 
there all right but, when I turned back again, the ghost had 
gone. Next morning it rather worried me, but at the time 
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I was not the least bit frightened. I went to my brother 
and asked if his children were all right and found they were. 
I told him why I asked. Afterwards, I told my wife what I 
had seen and she said immediately, ‘‘ It is our daughter ill.” 
She hurried off to Oxford and found the girl seriously ill. 
She had been asking for her mother, but nobody sent for us, 
and only her mother being with her saved her life. 


ONE night, during the war, feeling very depressed, I retired 
to bed about 9.30 p.m. I slept until about 2 a.m., when I was 
awakened by a kiss on my forehead. I opened my eyes and, 
in the gloom, saw my husband standing at the foot of the 
bed with his hands resting on the bed-rail. As I sat up in 
bed and called his name, he slowly disappeared. It was so 
distinct, I jumped out of bed and even looked under the 
bed, thinking and hoping he was there (as he at that time 
was serving in France). But no, I got back into bed and closed 
my eyes, and he came again and laid his hand on mine and 
whispered something to me. Next day, at 2 o'clock, I had a 
- wire from my home in the Midlands telling me my father 
had died suddenly from heart trouble. I dreaded opening 
the telegram as I feared my husband had been killed, but, 
I take it, that kiss was given to me in sweet sympathy, just 
as it- would have been had he been with me at the time, 
instead of being in France. 


Tuts is a real incident of 1917 which is still very vividly in 
my mind. 

Tired out after a year’s hard work, I went one July fora 
rest to a quiet country spot, with a friend. I had not been 
away many days when the following happened. 

One night I could not sleep, and, suddenly, I heard my 
mother call my name—then I distinctly saw her go staggering 
along before me. 

I am a matter-of-fact young person and took no further 
notice than to recount my visitation to my friend the next 
morning. But the day after that I received a letter recalling 
me home as my mother had had a fall and received severe 
injuries. 

Allowing for the time that a letter takes to travel, the 
accident must have happened just at the moment when I 
saw my mother in my vision. 


VISIONS OF THOSE WHO HAVE 
PASSED OVER 


A Beautiful Vision 


WHEN I was a young girl my eldest brother died, at the 
age of twenty-four. My mother nursed him through his 
last illness. This close contact seemed to strengthen, if 
possible, the great love which had always existed between 
these two. Twenty-six years later, when my mother was 
nearing her end, I, by now a married woman, was on a 
visit home, and, for a few nights, slept with my mother, 
who was never left alone owing to her extreme weakness. 
A small light was kept burning during the night to enable 
whoever was in attendance to see to her requirements 
without undue disturbance. On my second night with 
her, soon after retiring, my mother fell asleep, but I was 
lying wide awake with my eyes open, when, suddenly, I 
saw my spirit brether cross the room from my side 
of the bed. He did not appear to see me, but passed 
swiftly towards my mother with a look of rapture on his 
face ; his hands were slightly raised with palms outward, 
and I distinctly heard him exclaim, “Mother, mother, 
mother ! ’’ Words cannot express the intense joy revealed 
both in face and voice. No one who had known him in 
this life could have failed to recognise him, even though 
he looked much more spiritual. 

Within a fortnight my dear mother passed peacefully 
away in her sleep. 

The writer of this story writes in a covering letter :— 

“ The incident I have here related is only too true and 
as clear in my mind now as at the time it occurred. 
Hitherto, I have related it to a few sympathetic friends 
only, but it was such a beautiful vision that I feel I would 
like it more widely known. I do not mind whether my 
name is mentioned or not, should you print it.” 
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Not One, but Many 


Some time ago, I was helping to nurse an old lady of 
ninety, who was getting near to the end of her life. I 
had a small bed in the same room with her. One night, 
when she seemed to be sleeping, and I was resting on my 
bed, the door opened and several people came in. I was 
deeply interested in watching them, as they were all people 
I had known long ago as a child, and they had all died 
when I was young. They were dressed in very old- 
fashioned garments. I thought I must have fallen asleep 
and dreamt it all, but, just then, the old lady called me 
to her. She was very much excited, and said, “Oh! I 
have had such a lot of old friends to see me.” When I 
asked her who they were and she told me their names, I 
knew they were the same people I had seen. The old 
lady died the next day. Ihave never been able to account 
for this queer experience. 


COVENTRY 


A FRIEND of mine was killed during the Great War. His 
death nearly broke his aged mother’s heart. That is eight 
yearsago. Two yearsago he came to me so visibly—and with 
his usual smile when he seemed to know that I recognised 
him—that I was not afraid. He plainly told me that he 
should come again, and would I let his mother know that he 
was allright. I could easily have told his mother, but in the 
cold light of the morning I was afraid she might be inclined 
to ridicule me, and to say I had been dreaming. I had 
almost forgotten the incident when, about eight months ago, 
he again visited me, but with an awfully worried look. He 
entreated me to go to his mother and ask her not to worry 
so much about him. As I tried to answer him, he left me. 
That rather worried me, and I thought I really must let his 
mother know, but, before I could do so, I had news that she 
had died hoping to see her son. He has not been since. 


WELWYN 

In a certain village in the fens of Lincolnshire there is a 
windmill. One day the miller had started to climb up into 
the interior thinking that the sails were fixed. From the small 
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window in the mill, he saw a man beckoning to him from the 
other side of the yard by his house. He obeyed the summons 
and descended. As he did so, the sails, caught by the wind, 
began to revolve. He then realised that they had not been 
secured and that had he continued to ascend he must have been 
caught and killed in the machinery. This fate had befallen 
his grandfather. To his surprise the man who had beckoned 
him had disappeared. He asked his wife, who was standing 
by the gate, where the man was, telling her what had happened. 
She said there had been no man there and asked what he wore. 
He described the curiously old-fashioned garb of the visitor 
and she exclaimed, “It was your grandfather.” 


NORWICH 


SOME years ago I was staying with two other young men ina 
Derbyshire village near which was a house of which we were 
told a strange story. A few weeks before our visit this house, 
which stood in a very lonely part, and had not been inhabited 
for years, had been viewed by a gentleman recently widowed, 
and with him were his two little daughters. While their 
father was in an upper room, the little girls went off to explore 
for themselves. Suddenly, they ran upstairs to their father 
calling “‘ Daddy, we’ve seen Mummy. We were going down 
the cellar and she came in front of us and sent us back.’’ 
Having already decided not to take the house, the gentleman 
hurried his children away, and no one had been near the house 
since. 

Deciding to investigate the mystery, we three went up to 
the house. It was terribly dilapidated, the windows being 
out and the floors rotten in places. The cellar steps were 
‘very dark, and, upon exploring carefully with flashlamps, 
we found that the lower half of them had collapsed, leaving 
a sheer drop. Below this the cellar was flooded to a depth 
of nearly four feet. 


LEICESTERSHIRE 


SOME years ago my grandfather had the following experience. 
He had been seriously ill, and the doctors diagnosed a 
growth and decided that an operation was necessary. Onthe © 
evening before his operation, as he was lying in bed, the door 
opened and his mother, who had been dead many years, 
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entered. She walked to his bedside, carrying in her hand a 
bunch of herbs. Calling him by name, she implored him not 
to undergo the operation, as she said the doctors were mistaken 
—there was no growth—and if he was operated on he would 
die from the effects of the operation. She told him to take 
some medicine made with the herbs she was holding, and said 
it would cure him. She then vanished. My grandfather 
told his attendants and the doctors of this vision, and they 
laughed and said he had dreamt it, and overruled his objec- 
tions to the operation. But when they operated the next 
day there was no growth; they had been mistaken, and my 
grandfather died a few days later from the shock of the 
operation. 


CORNWALL 


Axgout three miles away from my home, in a lonely part of 
North Cornwall, there is an old house which is supposed to be 
haunted. Many years ago an old woman of evil reputation 
lived there and her footsteps are often still supposed to be 
heard, pacing to and fro, in the long corridor on the second 
floor. A gentleman of about sixty years of age, who lives in 
this parish, tells a very strange story about this. When he 
was a baby he went with his father and mother to stay at 
this house. 

They retired to bed in the evening as usual, and everything 
was quiet until about two o’clock, when the baby awoke and 
began tocry. The mother immediately arose to attend to it. 

This being done, she was about to put out the candle again 
when she heard the sound of footsteps in the corridor outside. 
They drew nearer and nearer, and, to her horror, the door of 
the bedroom opened, and into the room walked an old woman. 

On reaching the foot of the bed, she paused and gazed 
intently at the horror-stricken mother for several seconds. 
Then she turned and slowly left the room, and the footsteps 
gradually died away. 

What makes the story still more strange is the fact that, 
although the husband was not fully awake, he was distinctly 
conscious of somebody moving about the room, and thought 
it was his wife attending to the baby. 


NOTTINGHAM 

A FRIEND who is a nurse told me of the following experience. 
She was called out unexpectedly late one evening, to a large 
house, and immediately went on duty. Her patient was an 
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elderly widower, obviously dying. During the night, a lady 
quietly entered the room and stood by the bedside. She 
spoke no word to the nurse—who felt slightly annoyed at an 
apparent rudeness—but held the patient’s hand until 
presently he opened his eyes and smiled at her, after which, 
she left the room. 

In the morning, the nurse inquired who the lady was, but 
was told that there was no one in the house answering to her 
description. Finally, an old servant produced a photograph 
album, and my friend immediately identified the photograph 
of her patient’s long-dead wife as that of her midnight visitor. 


MANCHESTER 


OvER twenty years ago I had a strange dream or vision. 
I thought I was lying in my bed on the extreme right, and 
my mother, who had been dead two years, was lying on the 
other side, my sister, in the centre, between us. My sister 
fell asleep ; then my mother said, ‘“‘I want you to come to 
me,’’ putting out her hand over my sister to take hold of me. 
I thought, in my dream, “‘ If she touches me I shall go to her,’’ 
but my sister suddenly woke and put the arm gently back. 
I woke and thought ‘‘ What a strange dream.” I slept again 
_and the same scene was enacted three times; the third time 
the hand got so near to touching me that I could feel the 
vibration of her fingers on my arm. But my sister again 
woke and put the hand back. The next day, I told my sister 
of my dream and she said, “‘ I don’t like it, it seems uncanny.” 
A few weeks after, I was struck down with a very critical 
illness and hung between life and death, but each time I 
seemed about to slip into that spirit world, on whose borders 
I lay, my sister, by her unwearied efforts, seemed to bring 
me back. I recovered, but have been an invalid ever since, 
and, often, I think my mother knew, and would have saved 
me from it had she been able to. 
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CARDIFF 


SOME years ago I had the following experience. My husband 
went out to work about six o’clock one morning, leaving me 
in bed with my little baby. I went to sleep, when, all at 
once, I was awakened by the bedroom door opening. I said 
‘“Why have you returned home?” thinking it was my 
husband, but, much to my surprise, I saw the figure of a 
man in the garb of a workman standing at the foot of the 
bed wiping his hands on a coloured handkerchief. His 
presence seemed to impress me with evil towards my husband 
and to tell me to warn him, which I did when he returned in 
the evening. 

By my description, he could name the man—one of his 
workmates with whom he had had some difficulty and who 
had been heard to express that he would injure him in some 
way. During the next day, my husband had occasion to 
crawl across the top of the hold of a ship to attend to some 
work, when, just as he started, a voice spoke to him clearly 
and urgently, ‘Go back. Go back.’’ It was the voice of 
my sister who had died some years before. With the words 
she called him by his name, and, instantly, my warning came 
into his mind, and he went back. 

Luckily he did so, for, upon examination, the hold upon 
which he was working had been tampered with and it would 
almost certainly have meant his falling into the hold of the 
ship. The man who had appeared to me was held responsible 
and was dismissed from the work. 


WARWICKSHIRE 


I ano Clara C were great friends, pronounced 
spiritualists, and studied the occult with all the fervour of our 
beings. She had left me a fortnight previously to visit rela- 
tives at Carlisle. I felt her absence acutely, and my very 
soul craved for her presence. I became ill, and one night a fit 
of deep depression seized me. Neither of my sisters, who were 
nursing me, could give me any comfort. Suddenly, I raised 
myself in bed—to see my friend watching me from a corner 
of the room. Then the voice that I loved and yearned for 
cried out my name. As I responded, my sisters became 
alarmed and enquired what was the matter. ‘‘ Look!” I 
exclaimed, and pointed to the corner—but Elsie had vanished. 

Two days later we heard that she had been drowned in 
the Eden, but whether the exact time coincided with her 
appearance to me I do not know, as I had no clock in the 
bedroom, 


PROMISED SIGNS FROM THE 
DEAD 


MOTHER-IN-LAW’S PROMISE 


SOME years ago I lived with my husband’s mother and we 
were very happy together, but disagreed on one point in 
religion. I believedthat after death you could appear to your 
people if you so wished. She was rather bitter about it and 
said it was wicked. ‘The last fortnight of her life she was more 
tolerant and made an agreement with me that, if she found I 
was correct in my way of thought, she would appear to me 
but not in any way tofrighten me. My children’s bedroom 
was facing the bedroom along a passage at the end of which 
was the bedroom in which my mother-in-law slept and died. 
One evening, after seeing the children to bed, and on going 
out of their room, I saw her standing in her doorway very 
bright and natural looking. She smiled at mie and nodded 
her head once, then faded away. 


HER FAVOURITE HYMN 


In a small town a few miles from where I live there lives an 
old lady who had a very strange experience during the Great 
War. Her son came home from France on leave, and, on the 
last day of his stay, his mother, being anxious about his safety, 
he said to her, ‘‘ Well, Mother, if I do get killed, you will 
receive a message from me.” (They both believed in spiritual- 
ism.) He immediately played a favourite hymn tune of hers 
on the piano. 

One night, after he had been back in France and in the 
trenches for a short time, when she was asleep in bed, his 
mother was awakened by the sound of her piano being played 
downstairs. It was her favourite hymn tune which he had 
played after he had said, ‘‘ Well, Mother, if I do get killed, 
you will receive a message from me.’ 

Trembling, she hastily donned a wrap and went downstairs 
into the room where the piano was kept. There was no one 
there. Greatly agitated, and feeling certain that her son had 
been killed and that the playing of the tune was his promised 
message to her, she went back to bed, but could not sleep. 
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Some time later she received an official letter informing her 
that her son had beén killed on the same day as that of the 
ghostly piano playing. 

The strangest thing about it is that her neighbours said 
they also had heard the piano being played in her house that 
night, yet there was noone in the house who could play the piano. 


A FORGOTTEN APPOINTMENT 


SHort Ly after demobilisation in February, 1919, I was staying 
with friends in Blackpool. During the first night I wakened 
very abruptly with the strong feeling that someone was stand- 
ing at the bedside. My eyes, indeed, caught a momentary 
glimpse of a dark form and, at the same instant, there flashed 
into my brain the name “ Harold,” as clearly as though it 
had been called out. Immediately I recalled an incident of 
four years previous. The tent party to which I belonged in 
the great Weeton Camp had had an interesting conversation 
on the subject of life beyond the grave. At the end of the 
discussion, my special chum, Harold W. , suggested half 
jokingly that whichever of us passed away first should endea- 
vour to give to the other some evidence of survival. The 
kaleidoscopic turmoil of overseas service had made me forget 
our mutual promise until it was so dramatically recalled. 

My chum was killed on 9th October, 1918, whilst stretcher- 
bearing near Cambrai. I am convinced that he fulfilled his 
promise and revealed the fact that he still lives on. 


_ The writer of this story, in a covering letter, says :— 


‘* The sheet enclosed is a strictly true and accurate account of 
the incidents recorded on it. Some of my more sceptical friends 
put the whole affair down to self-deception, or the working of my 
sub-conscious mind, but to me the incident was so vivid and un- 
expected—I had not been speaking or thinking of my chum at the 
time—that I must accept it as proof of his survival. 


EXTRAORDINARY EXPERIENCES 
RELATED BY NURSES 


The White Friar 


I HAD an extraordinary experience some years ago when 
attached to an institution of trained nurses. I was sent 
to a small general hospital to nurse a case of diphtheria. 
The patient, a man, was in an isolation block some distance 
from the main building. This block had an upstair ward 
which was empty and next to this was my bedroom. 
The patient was accommodated in a ward downstairs. 
The matron told me on my arrival that I would be alone 
with the patient, as doctor thought it a mild case and not 
necessary to engage a nurse for the night. I stayed up 
till after 1 a.m.—then, finding the man was comfortable 
and telling him to knock if he required anything, I retired 
to my room and lay down in my dressing-gown. I went 
several times to look at my patient during the night, 
but he slept well, only rousing now and then for a drink. 
The second night I retired at midnight, leaving my door 
open, as before, that I might easily hear if the patient 
knocked. Being very tired, I left the gas on, as I knew 
this would prevent me from sleeping too soundly. I 
was just dozing, when I heard a light footstep. Before I 
could move, the door was pushed further open and a figure, 
dressed as a monk in white habit, and on one of the fingers 
of the left hand was a ring, entered the room, and came 
straight to my bedside, putting his left hand on the wall 
and bending down over me. I felt too terrified to move, 
but, after looking at me intently, the form glided to the 
door and disappeared. The next minute I was off the 
bed and downstairs to my patient, but he was sleeping 
peacefully. I neither heard nor saw anything more 
that night, but I had a very uncanny feeling. One minute 
I tried to convince myself that it must have been a dream 
and the next I was absolutely certain that I was awake 
85 
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at the time. Next day matron came and told me she had 
telephoned for another nurse, as, diphtheria having broken 
out in one of the districts, the doctor was sending in some 
cases—‘‘ Children this time, Nurse, and one is croupy, so 
please get the upstairs ward ready and have a steam tent 
for the croupy child.”” The patients and nurse arrived 
in due time and we were very busy getting our children 
settled and carrying out treatment ordered. At last, 
when four were sleeping and the fifth—our croup—was 
breathing much easier for the steam and was becoming 
sleepy, we turned into my little room, which had a window 
from which we could see the entire ward, to arrange 
the hours of duty and also partake of a cup of tea, of 
which we were much in want. Nurse sat at the foot 
of my bed and I told her how glad I was of company 
and of my strange dream in the night. Suddenly, nurse 
exclaimed, “‘ Oh, look at that mark on the wall.” We 
looked and, sure enough, it was the mark of a hand—like 
one that had been X-rayed, and on one finger was a ring. 

Matron, on her morning rounds used to stand and chat 
a bit. She felt sorry for us, she said, to be so isolated, 
especially as it was Christmas-time. She could not ask us 
up to the hospital on account of our infectious work. 
She then asked us if we knew what an historical place 
we were in. She told us that in pre-Reformation times 
the land on which the hospital was built belonged to the 
White Friars. 

Now, eleven years after this I returned to the hospital 
as night sister. This was during war-time. The general 
wards being full of wounded soldiers, the old isolation 
block was turned into a female surgical. The women 
occupied the upstair ward and a boy of thirteen was sleep- 
ing in the downstair ward. One night on my rounds, 
nurse told me she had only just got the boy quiet. She 
was busy with the patients upstairs when she heard him 
crying. Hastening to him, the lad told her thata manina 
long cloak had walked into the ward and stood by the 
fireplace at the far end of the ward reading a long scroll. 
“You were dreaming, laddie,’’ said nurse, but he insisted 
he was not asleep. To comfort and reassure him nurse 
made a show of searching the ward and bathroom. “It 
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was a dream and nothing but a dream, my dear boy,” she 
said, but he stuck to his story—he was awake at the time, 
he said. 

As nurse was telling me, I said to myself, “‘ Was it a 
dream, I wonder?” for my experience of eleven years 
ago stood vividly in my mind—as it does to-day—now 
twenty-one years ago, and I have come to the conclusion 
that there are ghosts. 


A Wandering Spirit 


Many years ago, I went from a quiet country home to a 
London hospital to train for nursing. 

The unusual strain of the life, tiring body and nerves 
to an inexpressible degree, and the noise at night outside 
the building—which was in a very exposed and busy 
thoroughfare—prevented me getting any sound sleep for 
quite a fortnight. At the end of that time, I must have 
gone one night into a profound sleep, when I seemed to 
myself to wake up, outside my body, and to find some 
difficulty in getting back into it. J remember, as if it 
had happened yesterday, the feeling that I had been 
wandering in space, and out of all normal control; and 
the thought that if I had done that, suppose I did some- 
thing or went into company undesirable. 

But, being a naturally very good sleeper, I promptly 
resumed my slumbers, and thought no more of it. How- 
ever, the next night, the same feeling and disturbance 
came over me, but, with it, the comforting thought that 
I need not mind, as I had only been home—zr00 miles 
distance. 

When I really did go home for my first holiday, my 
two sisters told me they had both seen me at night in 
spirit form—but very distinctly, just dressed in my 
usual nightdress, and on those very nights when I had 
felt the occult disturbance. 

That occasion, and several other incidents, which have 
happened to me and mine, make me feel sure that ghosts 
or spirits can and do occasionally make their appearance. 
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Not a Thing to Laugh at 


SEVERAL years ago, I was head of the nursing staff at a 
sanatorium in the West of England. For obvious reasons 
I couldn’t have the name of the sanatorium or the medical, 
officers published, but I might add that the ‘‘ Chief’’ (as 
he was called by us) and actual owner at that time, is an 
authority on pulmonary tuberculosis. 

The assistant medical officer, whom I shall call Dr. X., 
and I, usually arranged things between us regarding the 
patients. Well, to get on with the story, the ‘‘ Chief ’’— 
rather against his wish—decided to take a boy of six as a 
patient; usually we had only adults. As this child had 
never slept alone, we had to arrange for a nurse to sleep in 
his room. Nurse Y , a big, strapping woman, by the 
way, was chosen. The following morning at breakfast 
she was rather upset and said she supposed I would think her 
. stupid, but she would xoZf sleep in that room again. She 
refused to tell me at first why she would not again sleep there. 
After a deal of persuading, commanding, and so on, she 
explained. 

At 12 o'clock this special night, it seems, she woke up 
feeling that someone other than the boy was in her room. 
Coming from the far window and near the boy’s bed, she saw 
a tall woman in black, with a most miserable expression on 
her face and wringing her hands. This woman passed Nurse 
Y’s bed and went out of the room without opening the door. 
Outside the door was a rolling noise. 

I was very sceptical, I assure you, but had to report it on 
account of making fresh arrangements. I felt a stupid donkey 
having to mention this to Dr. X, as I was confident he would 
laugh at me. However, I went to his room and said I had 
something to tell him but hardly liked to do so, as I was sure 
he would laugh. After being told to “‘ fireaway ’’ I gave him 
the story. He asked if I could describe the lady. I did, 
and also the noise outside the door. 

To my amazement he said: ‘“‘ No! Iam xot going to laugh. 
It isn’t the first time, nor yet the second time we’ve heard 
the same story, and the description is always the same.”’ 

Now, one day, months after this, I suddenly recollected 
that a patient (a dentist) who used to sleep in this room, on 
two occasions when I visited him in the morning, mentioned 
_ an incident regarding this room. He told me that about 
12 o'clock at night the washstand and toilet set on it would 
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rock to and fro. When he first told me, I’m afraid I was 
unkind enough to say he had possibly been dreaming and had 
imagined they rocked. At the time, I thought this was the 
possible explanation. 

On hearing the second time, I said a mouse must be respon- 
sible. He replied emphatically, ‘‘ No mouse could move the 
washstand and things on it so violently, neither is it imagina- 
tion on my part, and I had not slept.” 

The dentist’s story was told me before Nurse Y. was on 
the staff, and when I recollected it I was astonished at myself 
not thinking of this when I heard Nurse Y’s statement. 

I do believe many such tales are true, and think it a pity 
we cannot understand them. 


The writer of this story vouches for its authenticity and explains that it was not 
written to secure a prize. 


“< Something Uncanny” 


In my younger days I was employed as a nurse in a large 
institution in a Lancashire town. At times we were put 
on night duty. This I never minded; I was fond of my work, 
had plenty of courage and was never troubled with nerves. 

One night, after marking clocks on my rounds, I had occa- 
sion to leave the dormitories and go into the corridor. No 
other nurse was on duty in this corridor, so I was quite sur- 
prised to see a strange nurse in a strange uniform go into 
a room at the far end of my corridor—a room that was not 
then in use. I went straight to the door; it was locked. I 
unlocked it with my square key and asked if anyone was 
there. There was no Sound or sign of anything. The room, 
of course, was in darkness. Thinking I must be mistaken 
I turned back, and, as I did so, a most weird feeling came over 
me. My hair seemed to be lifting under my cap, and my 
flesh began to creep. As I walked, a kind of whistling noise 
seemed to pass close to my head. I could not see anything, 
but something uncanny was at the side of me all the way up 
that corridor. 

Instinctively making the sign of the Cross, I turned into 
the dormitory and, for the first time, owned a feeling of fear, 
and of the unknown. The head nurse had been for about 
twenty years on night duty. She was then nearly sixty. 
I told her of my experience when she came round that night 
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(or I should say early morning). Putting her arms around 
my shoulders, she said she was not surprised and I was not 
to be afraid or tell other nurses. Nothing outside there (she 
pointed to the corridor) ever could hurt me so long as I was 
good and did my duty. Needless to say, I did not go on night 
duty again. 

A few nights after, I awoke in the night to find a dark figure 
at the foot of my bed. Four other nurses slept in the same 
room, but they were all sleeping. 

I tried to see the face of the figure, but it seemed in the 
shadow. It sighed three or four times and glided out of the 
room. The gas was turned low at the time. Next day, 
which was Sunday, I felt very queer, and quite upset, and could 
not eat or rest anywhere. I decided to go to Morecambe, 
a few miles away. I walked along the promenade with a 
girl friend. Just as we turned to go for some tea, we came in 
contact with the head night nurse. She brought me a tele- 
gram to say my mother had died in her sleep early on the 
Sunday morning. She tried to console me, and said she had 
been expecting to hear of me getting very bad news since 
my experience in the corridor. I don’t believe in ghosts, 
or say I don’t, but even now when I think of that night a 
shudder goes through me and I wonder if it was sent as a 
warning of my mother’s death. 


A Lullaby from Beyond 


YEARS ago, I was night nurse in a children’s ward at a certain 
poorhouse. For months after I entered there, things went on 
quite well until four children of one family came in. Their 
mother had died and they had become destitute. For 
many nights they cried and were very restless. Then, one 
night, after the lights were out and the children were again 
crying, there came a woman, or, rather, a ghost, walking 
through their ward singing with such a sweet voice: 
‘“ Somebody’s coming, coming ; 

Somebody’s coming—I shan’t tell you who; 

Her voice is as sweet as the angels’ ; 

Shan’t tell you who, shan’t tell you whe.” 

Her words were quite distinct. But for many siete I 

never heard the children cry again. I shall never forget it. 
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A Disappearing Doctor 


I AM a trained nurse, and had a curious experience one 
night when in charge of a ward in a London fever hospital 
containing children whose ages ranged from three weeks to 
seven years. y, 


I had just come on night duty at 8 p.m., and had taken 
over the report from the day charge nurse, the report after- 
wards lying on the ward table. 


After she had left, I went down the ward and out into 
the bathroom, and collected some specimen glasses for use 
in the morning. 


Having placed them on a tray, I returned to the ward 
and was surprised to see, sitting at the ward table, facing 
me, the figure of a man in his shirt-sleeves, bending over 
the report. 


His hands were clasped on his forehead, and he appeared 
to be studying the report very closely. 


I was surprised and annoyed to see him; surprised that 
he (for I took him to be the doctor) should do the round 
so early in the evening; annoyed because, in a babies’ ward 
the doctor, unless specially sent for, always did a round 
later, to give the nurses time to see that all the small patients 
were clean and tidy; for in a big ward the day staff could 
not always ensure this when they went off duty. 


I hastily deposited the tray on a locker, and walked up 
the ward, saying as I did so: 


“You are early to-night, and why are you in your shirt- 
sleeves ?”’ 


Immediately he was gone. Even then I didn’t realise 
that it was not the ward doctor, but went after him into 
the kitchen and into a side ward to see where he had gone. 


Puzzled, I determined to wait and see if he came again 
to do the round. About 10.15 p.m. the ward doctor arrived, 
and I asked him if he had looked in earlier in the evening. 


He said: “‘No! This is my first appearance. Did you 
want anything ? ”’ 

I replied: ‘“‘ No, but I thought I saw you reading the 
report about half-past eight.”” He again repeated that he 
had not been near the ward, and I left it at that. 
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The Passing of a Mother and Child 


ONE of the most vivid and weird experiences I have had 
personally was when I was nursing at Margate. In the 
ward was a little girl who had been in a dying state for some 
months. Her parents were terribly poor, her mother being 
ill in a workhouse infirmary in London. This poor kiddie 
was always asking for her mother, and begging us to write 
to her that she might take the little girl home. To comfort 
her, we told her that when she was better her mother would ~ 
come and take her home. One night, about 2 a.m., when 
I was on duty, with the ward dimly lit by a red-shaded globe, 
I looked down the ward where the child’s bed was, and was 
more than surprised to see a white figure bending over her 
bed. Thinking it was the night sister or a fellow nurse, 
I did not go down immediately, and, as there was another 
door close to her bed, felt no surprise, when I did reach the 
bed, to find no one there—but the kiddie was just breathing 
her last. Her father came the next day and told the day 
nurses his wife had died at exactly the same time as the 
little girl, thus doubly bereaving him. I asked the nurses 
at ‘‘breakfast’’ that evening which of them had been in 
the ward at that time. Then I was surprised to hear that 
none had been there—not even sister. But it was not until 
I went to the ward and found the second door locked, and 
heard that the key had been lost for days, that I realised 
that the mother had indeed come for her little girl. 


SoME years ago I was a nurse in one of our large city hospitals 
and was on night duty in a women’s surgical ward. One 
night, as I sat by the table making some notes in the night 
report book by the one shaded light that was left burning, 
I saw the ward door open and three dark figures walk in 
and go slowly round, as if looking for someone. As it was 
no unusual thing for people to come in any hour of the night 
to see relatives who were seriously ill, I got up and crossed 
the ward to speak to them when, to my amazement, on reach- 
ing where I had seen them, I found that no one was there. 
This happened several times on different nights. Sometimes 
there was only one figure, sometimes two or three, and they 
always appeared to be looking for someone. They were 
always so real to me that I always got up to speak to them. 
I have never found the solution. 


STRANGE VISIONS OF ANIMALS 


The Dyin 14 Sealyham 


ABOUT two years ago my husband went out to Roumania 
for his firm. At that time we had a Sealyham—Michael— 
who was devoted to him. Late one evening, a few days 
after his master had gone, the poor little chap was run over 
just outside the gate. He was dying, and he lay in my 
arms tili the vet. came and put him to sleep. I knew my 
husband would be terribly upset, so I decided not to tell 
him till he came home. 


Some days later I heard from him. I have the letter 
still. What follows is copied from it. 


“é 


. odd thing happened Tuesday night. I wasina 
stopping train near Sinaia. Girl got in—rum-looking girl— 
great green eyes—got to work with the lipstick as soon as 
she sat down. Presently she said, in broken English : 


“““The white small dog, the English dog, is he not the 
dog of Monsieur ? ’ 


““*“ What dog?’ I said. 
** She pointed into the corridor. 
““* A dehors.’ 


“I got up and looked out. There was nothing there. 
First move in the friendly game, thought I, and shut up 
pretty quickly. At the next stop she got out. After that 
I dozed off, but was wakened suddenly by a dog scratching 
at the door—sounded for all the world like Micky outside 
the bathroom in the morning. I jumped out, half asleep, 
but there was nothing there. I could have sworn it was 
Micky. Is he all right?.. .” 


Tuesday was the night Micky lay dying in my arms.— 
Oxford. 7 
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The Death of Tiny 


READING the account of the Dying Sealyham made me think 
that the unaccountable experience I had last week may not 
have been imagination. We had a lovely terrier dog, whose 
one and only fault was chasing motor cars and bicycles. 
Last Thursday evening she was run over at the other end of 
the town. The lady whose car knocked her down, although 
she was quite blameless in the matter, picked poor Tiny up 
and raced from one end of the town to the other to find a 
vet to take the dog in. As its collar was lost a day or two 
before and the one it had on had no name on it, they had no 
means of letting us know where Tiny was. My brother and 
daughter followed one clue after another, when searching for 
the dog and, eventually, found it at a vet’s place quite near 
our house. The surgeon could not say then how much she 
was hurt, but quite thought she would recover. 


On Friday morning my daughter went again to see Tiny. 
The poor creature knew her, but the vet said she must leave 
her till Saturday as she was unable to stand. About four in 
the afternoon, my daughter and I heard a loud scratching 
on the street door. We both said, “ That’s Tiny.’’ We 
rushed to the door, but there was no dog in sight. I told my 
brother and he said he thought he heard her whine, but 
added that ail our nerves were jarred and we fancied things. 
On Saturday, when my daughter went again to the vet, he 
told her that Tiny, later in the day on Friday, had become 
paralysed and he had had to put her to sleep as there was no 
hope for her. The lady whose car knocked the dog down was 
a visitor to the town, and left the next day. If this should 
happen to meet her eye, will she accept the grateful thanks of 
an old woman for her kindness to a helpless, maimed animal. 


ABOUT 32 years ago, father took our family to live in a village 
in Staffordshire. He tenanted a four-roomed cottage—two 
up, and two down. One winter’s afternoon, a dark dismal 
day, mother was engaged upstairs, leaving my sister (two years 
older than myself) and I playing together downstairs in the 
firelight. 


Suddenly there appeared, as if passing through the closed 
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front door, a large beautiful black retriever dog. It walked 
across to the hearth where my sister and I were playing. 

I said “‘ Doggie! ’’ and remember, as though it were only a 
week or so ago, that I patted and fondled him, and my sister 
did likewise. It was then to us exactly the same in sight and 
the sense of touch as it is to see and touch one to-day. 


I remember the pathetic, questioning look of its eyes, just 
the same as I might be looking into the eyes of one gazing 
into mine this very afternoon. 


All the doors of the house were closed and fastened so as 
to keep us in. 


I ran to the stairs door, not frightened, for I was too young 
to understand anything of its nature then, and called out, 
*“ Mother, come and look at our doggie! ’’ Mother answered, 
““A dog?” I said, ‘‘ Yes, Mum,” and turned round to see 
the dog moving off towards the closed stair-hole door, through 
which it passed completely, as though a space had opened for 
it to walk through. Inthe meantime mother had come down- 
stairs, but could neither see nor hear anything of what we had 
seen and heard—for we heard its panting breath. 


Before father went there, the cottage had stood empty 
for some considerable time, and no one would tenant it. 
Both my parents and sister concerned are alive to-day and will 
tell the story as I tell it, but I may state that father and mother 
led us to understand then, that we must have been mistaken. 
We chaff them now by asking them the reason they did not 
remain in the old house above a fortnight after we declared 
we saw the dog. Since we have grown to understand, they 
tell us the house was known to be haunted, and that, some years 
previous to our going there, a man had mysteriousiy dis- 
appeared from the house and he was the owner of a huge 
black retrieve dog. 


So far as I know, the mystery has never been unravelled, 
but I do know I both saw and felt the beautiful dog; but 
from whence it came or whither it went (beyond coming 
through a closed door and passing away through one) I am 
unable to state, and though we have listened to many sup- 
positions concerning such mysteries, it is never safe to repeat 
them. When mother examined the stairhole into which we 
declared the dog had gone, no trace of our then welcome visitor 
could be found. 
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A STRANGE thing happened to me during one of my circuit 
journeys in Burma. I was obliged to stay the night in a 
very isolated and desolate dak bungalow. To get tomy room 
I had to go up the outside stairs and across a narrow verandah, 
and I went to bed early and fell asleep quickly, having first 
put my revolver under my pillow—a precaution I always 
followed when travelling. I had not been asleep long when 
I was awakened by the sound of something moving about in 
the verandah; it sounded like an animal rooting away the 
pots and pans that were strewn there. I got out of bed, 
opened the door on the verandah, but saw nothing. I went 
back to bed and sleep. Again the noise awoke me. Again 
I went out and found nothing. I went to bed again and for 
the third time I was awakened. Greatly annoyed, I picked 
up my revolver and went and sat quietly behind the door. 
I waited till the noise came again, then I opened the door and 
saw distinctly a very large black dog just going down the steps. 
T dashed out and fired point blank at him six times. He made 
no sound at all. I dashed down the steps after him, but 
could see nothing. I then went over to the boys’ quarters, 
being somewhat surprised at their not having come out at 
the sound of my revolver. I was immensely surprised and 
very angry to find that their quarters were empty. There 
was not a soul on the spot save myself. I surmised that they 
had gone to make a night of it at some festa in the nearest 
village. Inthe morning I called my servant to me and asked 
for an explanation. He wrung his hands and said that not 
one of the boys would ever sleep in the place, because it was 
haunted. ‘‘ Haunted by what?’ I asked. “By a big 
black dog,’’ was the answer. I examined the stairs later 
and found the six shot marks in such a place that had any 
dog been on the stairs, they would have gone right through 
him. I have never yet found any explanation of the 
phenomena. 


BeEING country-bred, I heard of numerous ghosts, generally 
of the blood-curdling type, which I dismissed as ‘“ yokels’ 
yarns.” But I modified my unbelief after the following weird 
happenings. We lived in a rather lonely farm-house, and my 
father—then a frail old man of 81—had become strangely 
depressed over the death of his dog which was devoted to him 
and which he unfortunately killed whilst rabbit-shooting. 
He told us quite solemnly that ‘“ Floss’”’ still patrolled the 
garden at night, because he often saw her and spoke to her. 
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elderly widower, obviously dying. During the night, a lady 
quietly entered the room and stood by the bedside. She 
spoke no word to the nurse—who felt slightly annoyed at an 
apparent rudeness—but held the patient’s hand until 
presently he opened his eyes and smiled at her, after which, 
she left the room. 

In the morning, the nurse inquired who the lady was, but 
was told that there was no one in the house answering to her 
description. Finally, an old servant produced a photograph 
album, and my friend immediately identified the photograph 
of her patient’s long-dead wife as that of her midnight visitor. 


MANCHESTER 


OvER twenty years ago I had a strange dream or vision. 
I thought I was lying in my bed on the extreme right, and 
my mother, who had been dead two years, was lying on the 
other side, my sister, in the centre, between us. My sister 
fell asleep ; then my mother said, ‘“‘I want you to come to 
me,’ putting out her hand over my sister to take hold of me. 
I thought, in my dream, “‘ If she touches me I shall go to her,”’ 
but my sister suddenly woke and put the arm gently back. 
I woke and thought ‘‘ What a strange dream.”’ I slept again 
and the same scene was enacted three times; the third time 
the hand got so near to touching me that I could feel the 
vibration of her fingers on my arm. But my sister again 
woke and put the hand back. The next day, I told my sister 
of my dream and she said, ‘‘ I don’t like it, it seems uncanny.’ 
A few weeks after, I was struck down with a very critical 
illness and hung between life and death, but each time I 
seemed about to slip into that spirit world, on whose borders 
I lay, my sister, by her unwearied efforts, seemed to bring 
me back. I recovered, but have been an invalid ever since, 
and, often, I think my mother knew, and would have saved 
me from it had she been able to. 
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CARDIFF 


SOME years ago I had the following experience. My husband 
went out to work about six o’clock one morning, leaving me 
in bed with my little baby. I went to sleep, when, all at 
once, I was awakened by the bedroom door opening. I said 
‘““Why have you returned home?” thinking it was my 
husband, but, much to my surprise, I saw the figure of a 
man in the garb of a workman standing at the foot of the 
bed wiping his hands on a coloured handkerchief. His 
presence seemed to impress me with evil towards my husband 
and to tell me to warn him, which I did when he returned in 
the evening. 

By my description, he could name the man—one of his 
workmates with whom he had had some difficulty and who 
had been heard to express that he would injure him in some 
way. During the next day, my husband had occasion to 
crawl across the top of the hold of a ship to attend to some 
work, when, just as he started, a voice spoke to him clearly 
and urgently, ‘Go back. Go back.’? It was the voice of 
my sister who had died some years before. With the words 
she called him by his name, and, instantly, my warning came 
into his mind, and he went back. 

Luckily he did so, for, upon examination, the hold upon 
which he was working had been tampered with and it would 
almost certainly have meant his falling into the hold of the 
ship. The man who had appeared to me was held responsible 
and was dismissed from the work. 


WARWICKSHIRE 


I anp Clara C were great friends, pronounced 
spiritualists, and studied the occult with all the fervour of our 
beings. She had left me a fortnight previously to visit rela- 
tives at Carlisle. I felt her absence acutely, and my very 
soul craved for her presence. I became ill, and one night a fit 
of deep depression seized me. Neither of my sisters, who were 
nursing me, could give me any comfort. Suddenly, I raised 
myself in bed—to see my friend watching me from a corner 
of the room. Then the voice that I loved and yearned for 
cried out my name. As I responded, my sisters became 
alarmed and enquired what was the matter. “ Look!’ I 
exclaimed, and pointed to the corner—but Elsie had vanished. 
Two days later we heard that she had been drowned in 
the Eden, but whether the exact time coincided with her 
appearance to me I do not know, as I had no clock in the 
bedroom. 


PROMISED SIGNS FROM THE 
DEAD 


MOTHER-IN-LAW’S PROMISE 


SOME years ago I lived with my husband’s mother and we 
were very happy together, but disagreed on one point in 
religion. I believedthat after death youcould appear to your 
people if you so wished. She was rather bitter about it and 
said it was wicked. ‘The last fortnight of her life she was more 
tolerant and made an agreement with me that, if she found I 
was correct in my way of thought, she would appear to me 
but not in any way to frighten me. My children’s bedroom 
was facing the bedroom along a passage at the end of which 
was the bedroom in which my mother-in-law slept and died. 
One evening, after seeing the children to bed, and on going 
out of their room, I saw her standing in her doorway very 
bright and natural looking. She smiled at nie and nodded 
her head once, then faded away. 


HER FAVOURITE HYMN 


In a small town a few miles from where I live there lives an 
old lady who had a very strange experience during the Great 
War. Her son came home from France on leave, and, on the 
last day of his stay, his mother, being anxious about his safety, 
he said to her, ‘‘ Well, Mother, if I do get killed, you will 
receive a message from me.’ (They both believed in spiritual- 
ism.) He immediately played a favourite hymn tune of hers 
on the piano. 

One night, after he had been back in France and in the 
trenches for a short time, when she was asleep in bed, his 
mother was awakened by the sound of her piano being played 
downstairs. It was her favourite hymn tune which he had 
played after he had said, ‘‘ Well, Mother, if I do get killed, 
you will receive a message from me.” 

Trembling, she hastily donned a wrap and went downstairs 
into the room where the piano was kept. There was no one 
theve. Greatly agitated, and feeling certain that her son had 
been killed and that the playing of the tune was his promised 
message to her, she went back to bed, but could not sleep. 
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Some time later she received an official letter informing her 
that her son had been killed on the same day as that of the 
ghostly piano playing. 

The strangest thing about it is that her neighbours said 
they also had heard the piano being played in her house that 
night, yet there was no one in the house who could play the piano. 


A FORGOTTEN APPOINTMENT 


SHORTLY after demobilisation in February, 1919, I was staying 
with friends in Blackpool. During the first night I wakened 
very abruptly with the strong feeling that someone was stand- 
ing at the bedside. My eyes, indeed, caught a momentary 
glimpse of a dark form and, at the same instant, there flashed 
into my brain the name “ Harold,” as clearly as though it 
had been called out. Immediately I recalled an incident of 
four years previous. The tent party to which I belonged in 
the great Weeton Camp had had an interesting conversation 
on the subject of life beyond the grave. At the end of the 
discussion, my special chum, Harold W. , suggested half 
jokingly that whichever of us passed away first should endea- 
vour to give to the other some evidence of survival. The 
kaleidoscopic turmoil of overseas service had made me forget 
our mutual promise until it was so dramatically recalled. 


My chum was killed on gth October, 1918, whilst stretcher- 


bearing near Cambrai. I am convinced that he fulfilled his 
promise and revealed the fact that he still lives on. 


The writer of this story, in a covering letter, says :— 


**The sheet enclosed is a strictly true and accurate account of 
the incidents recorded on it. Some of my more sceptical friends 
put the whole affair down to self-deception, or the working of my 
sub-conscious mind, but to me the incident was so vivid and un- 
expected—I had not been speaking or thinking of my chum at the 
time—that I must accept it as proof of his survival. 


EXTRAORDINARY EXPERIENCES 
RELATED BY NURSES 


The White Friar 

-J HAD an extraordinary experience some years ago when 
attached to an institution of trained nurses. I was sent 
to a small general hospital to nurse a case of diphtheria. 
The patient, a man, was in an isolation block some distance 
from the main building. This block had an upstair ward 
which was empty and next to this was my bedroom. 
The patient was accommodated in a ward downstairs. 
The matron told me on my arrival that I would be alone 
with the patient, as doctor thought it a mild case and not 
necessary to engage a nurse for the night. I stayed up 
till after 1 a.m.—then, finding the man was comfortable 
and telling him to knock if he required anything, I retired 
to my room and lay down in my dressing-gown. I went 
several times to look at my patient during the night, 
but he slept well, only rousing now and then for a drink. 
The second night I retired at midnight, leaving my door 
open, as before, that I might easily hear if the patient 
knocked. Being very tired, I left the gas on, as I knew 
this would prevent me from sleeping too soundly. I 
was just dozing, when I heard a light footstep. Before I 
could move, the door was pushed further open and a figure, 
dressed as a monk in white habit, and on one of the fingers 
of the left hand was a ring, entered the room, and came 
straight to my bedside, putting his left hand on the wall 
and bending down over me. I felt too terrified to move, 
but, after looking at me intently, the form glided to the 
door and disappeared. The next minute I was off the 
bed and downstairs to my patient, but he was sleeping 
peacefully. I neither heard nor saw anything more 
that night, but I had a very uncanny feeling. One minute 
I tried to convince myself that it must have been a dream 
and the next I was absolutely certain that I was awake 
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at the time. Next day matron came and told me she had 
telephoned for another nurse, as, diphtheria having broken 
out in one of the districts, the doctor was sending in some 
cases—‘‘ Children this time, Nurse, and one is croupy, so 
please get the upstairs ward ready and have a steam tent 
for the croupy child.’’ The patients and nurse arrived 
in due time and we were very busy getting our children 
settled and carrying out treatment ordered. -At last, 
when four were sleeping and the fifth—our croup—was 
breathing much easier for the steam and was becoming 
sleepy, we turned into my little room, which had a window 
from which we could see the entire ward, to arrange 
the hours of duty and also partake of a cup of tea, of 
which we were much in want. Nurse ‘sat at the foot 
of my bed and I told her how glad I was of company 
and of my strange dream in the night. Suddenly, nurse 
exclaimed, “‘ Oh, look at that mark on the wall.” We 
looked and, sure enough, it was the mark of a hand—like 
one that had been X-rayed, and on one finger was a ring. 

Matron, on her morning rounds used to stand and chat 
a bit. She felt sorry for us, she said, to be so isolated, 
especially as it was Christmas-time. She could not ask us 
up to the hospital on account of our infectious work. 
She then asked us if we knew what an historical place 
we were in. She told us that in pre-Reformation times 
the land on which the hospital was built belonged to the 
White Friars. 

Now, eleven years after this I returned to the hospital 
as night sister. This was during war-time. The general 
wards being full of wounded soldiers, the old isolation 
block was turned into a female surgical. The women 
occupied the upstair'ward and a boy of thirteen was sleep- 
ing in the downstair ward. One night on my rounds, 
nurse told me she had only just got the boy quiet. She 
was busy with the patients upstairs when she heard him 
crying. Hastening to him, the lad told her that amanina 
long cloak had walked into the ward and stood by the 
fireplace at the far end of the ward reading a long scroll. 
“You were dreaming, laddie,’’ said nurse, but he insisted 
he was not asleep. To comfort and reassure him nurse 
made a show of searching the ward and bathroom. “It 
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was a dream and nothing but a dream, my dear boy,”’ she 
said, but he stuck to his story—he was awake at the time, 
he said. 

As nurse was telling me, I said to myself, ‘‘ Was it a 
dream, I wonder?” for my experience of eleven years 
ago stood vividly in my mind—as it does to-day—now 
twenty-one years ago, and I have come to the conclusion 
that there are ghosts. 


‘A Wandering Spirit 


Many years ago, I went from a quiet country home to a 
London hospital to train for nursing. 

The unusual strain of the life, tiring body and nerves 
to an inexpressible degree, and the noise at night outside 
the building—which was in a very exposed and busy 
thoroughfare—prevented me getting any sound sleep for 
quite a fortnight. At the end of that time, I must have 
gone one night into a profound sleep, when I seemed to 
myself to wake up, outside my body, and to find some 
difficulty in getting back into it. I remember, as if it 
had happened yesterday, the feeling that I had been 
wandering in space, and out of all normal control; and 
the thought that if I had done that, suppose I did some- 
thing or went into company undesirable. 

But, being a naturally very good sleeper, I promptly 
resumed my slumbers, and thought no more of it. How- 
ever, the next night, the same feeling and disturbance 
came over me, but, with it, the comforting thought that 
I need not mind, as I had only been home—1i00 miles 
distance. 

When I really did go home for my first holiday, my 
two sisters told me they had both seen me at night in 
spirit form—but very distinctly, just dressed in my 
usual nightdress, and on those very nights when I had 
felt the occult disturbance. 

That occasion, and several other incidents, which have 
happened to me and mine, make me feel sure that ghosts 
or spirits can and do occasionally make their appearance. 
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Not a Thing to Laugh at 


SEVERAL years ago, I was head of the nursing staff at a 
sanatorium in the West of England. For obvious reasons 
I couldn’t have the name of the sanatorium or the medical 
officers published, but I might add that the “‘ Chief’’ (as 
he was called by us) and actual owner at that time, is an 
authority on pulmonary tuberculosis. 

The assistant medical officer, whom I shall call Dr. X., 
and I, usually arranged things between us regarding the 
patients. Well, to get on with the story, the “‘ Chief ’’— 
rather against his wish—decided to take a boy of six as a 
patient; usually we had only adults. As this child had 
never slept alone, we had to arrange for a nurse to sleep in 
his room. Nurse Y , a big, strapping woman, by the 
way, was chosen. The following morning at breakfast 
she was rather upset and said she supposed I would think her 
stupid, but she would not sleep in that room again. She 
refused to tell me at first why she would not again sleep there. 
After a deal of persuading, commanding, and so on, she 
explained. 

At 12 o'clock this special night, it seems, she woke up 
feeling that someone other than the boy was in her room. 
Coming from the far window and near the boy’s bed, she saw 
a tall woman in black, with a most miserable expression on 
her face and wringing her hands. This woman passed Nurse 
Y’s bed and went out of the room without opening the door. 
Outside the door was a rolling noise. 

I was very sceptical, I assure you, but had to report it on 
account of making fresh arrangements. I felt a stupid donkey 
having to mention this to Dr. X, as I was confident he would 
laugh at me. However, I went to his room and said I had 
something to tell him but hardly liked to do so, as I was sure 
he would laugh. After being told to “ fire away ’’ I gave him 
the story. He asked if I could describe the lady. I did, 
and also the noise outside the door. 

To my amazement he said: ‘“‘ No! I am not going to laugh. 
It isn’t the first time, nor yet the second time we’ve heard 
the same story, and the description is always the same.”’ 

Now, one day, months after this, I suddenly recollected 
that a patient (a dentist) who used to sleep in this room, on 
two occasions when I visited him in the morning, mentioned 
an incident regarding this room. He told me that about 
12 o'clock at night the washstand and toilet set on it would 
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rock to and fro. When he first told me, I’m afraid I was 
unkind enough to say he had possibly been dreaming and had 
imagined they rocked. At the time, I thought this was the 
possible explanation. 

On hearing the second time, I said a mouse must be respon- 
sible. He replied emphatically, ‘‘ No mouse could move the 
washstand and things on it so violently, neither is it imagina- 
tion on my part, and I had no? slept.”’ 

The dentist’s story was told me before Nurse Y. was on 
the staff, and when I recollected it I was astonished at myself 
not thinking of this when I heard Nurse Y’s statement. 

I do believe many such tales are true, and think it a pity 
we cannot understand them. 


The writer of this story vouches for its authenticity and explains that it was not 
written to secure a prize. 


“< Something Uncanny e 


IN my younger days I was employed as a nurse in a large 
institution in a Lancashire town. At times we were put 
on night duty. This I never minded; I was fond of my work, 
had plenty of courage and was never troubled with nerves. 

One night, after marking clocks on my rounds, I had occa- 
sion to leave the dormitories and go into the corridor. No 
other nurse was on duty in this corridor, so I was quite sur- 
prised to see a strange nurse in a strange uniform go into 
a room at the far end of my corridor—a room that was not 
then in use. I went straight to the door; it was locked. I 
unlocked it with my square key and asked if anyone was 
there. There was no Sound or sign of anything. The room, 
of course, was in darkness. Thinking I must be mistaken 
I turned back, and, as I did so, a most weird feeling came over 
me. My hair seemed to be lifting under my cap, and my 
flesh began to creep. As I walked, a kind of whistling noise 
seemed to pass close to my head. I could not see anything, 
but something uncanny was at the side of me all the way up 
that corridor. 

Instinctively making the sign of the Cross, I turned into 
the dormitory and, for the first time, owned a feeling of fear, 
and of the unknown. The head nurse had been for about 
twenty years on night duty. She was then nearly sixty. 
I told her of my experience when she came round that night 
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(or I should say early morning). Putting her arms around 
my Shoulders, she said she was not surprised and I was not 
to be afraid or tell other nurses. Nothing outside there (she 
pointed to the corridor) ever could hurt me so long as I was 
good and did my duty. Needless to say, I did not go on night 
duty again. 

A few nights after, I awoke in the night to find a dark figure 
at the foot of my bed. Four other nurses slept in the same 
room, but they were all sleeping. 

I tried to see the face of the figure, but it seemed in the 
shadow. It sighed three or four times and glided out of the 
room. The gas was turned low at the time. Next day, 
which was Sunday, I felt very queer, and quite upset, and could 
not eat or rest anywhere. I decided to go to Morecambe, 
a few miles away. I walked along the promenade with a 
girlfriend. Just as we turned to go for some tea, we came in 
contact with the head night nurse. She brought me a tele- 
gram to say my mother had died in her sleep early on the 
Sunday morning. She tried to console me, and said she had 
been expecting to hear of me getting very bad news since 
my experience in the corridor. I don’t believe in ghosts, 
or say I don’t, but even now when I think of that night a 
shudder goes through me and I wonder if it was sent as a 
warning of my mother’s death. 


A Lullaby from Beyond 


YEARS ago, I was night nurse in a children’s ward at a certain 
poorhouse. For months after I entered there, things went on 
quite well until four children of one family came in. Their 
mother had died and they had become destitute. For 
many nights they cried and were very restless. Then, one 
night, after the lights were out and the children were again 
crying, there came a woman, or, rather, a ghost, walking 
through their ward singing with such a sweet voice: 
** Somebody’s coming, coming ; 

Somebody’s coming—TI shan’t tell you who; 

Her voice is as sweet as the angels’ ; 

Shan’t tell you who, shan’t tell you whe.” 

Her words were quite distinct. But for many nights I 

never heard the children cry again. I shall never forget it. 
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A Disappearing Doctor 


I AM a trained nurse, and had a curious experience one 
night when in charge of a ward in a London fever hospital 
containing children whose ages ranged from three weeks to 
seven years. 


I had just come on night duty at 8 p.m., and had taken 
over the report from the day charge nurse, the report after- 
wards lying on the ward table. 


After she had left, I went down the ward and out into 
the bathroom, and collected some specimen glasses for use 
in the morning. 


Having placed them on a tray, I returned to the ward 
and was surprised to see, sitting at the ward table, facing 
me, the figure of a man in his shirt-sleeves, bending over 
the report. 


His hands were clasped on his forehead, and he appeared 
to be studying the report very closely. 


I was surprised and annoyed to see him; surprised that 
he (for I took him to be the doctor) should do the round 
so early in the evening; annoyed because, in a babies’ ward 
the doctor, unless specially sent for, always did a round 
later, to give the nurses time to see that all the small patients 
were clean and tidy; for in a big ward the day staff could 
not always ensure this when they went off duty. 


I hastily deposited the tray on a locker, and walked up 
the ward, saying as I did so: 


“You ave early to-night, and why are you in your shirt- 
sleeves ?”’ 


Immediately he was gone. Even then I didn’t realise 
that it was not the ward doctor, but went after him into 
the kitchen and into a side ward to see where he had gone. 


Puzzled, I determined to wait and see if he came again 
to do the round. About 10.15 p.m. the ward doctor arrived, 
and I asked him if he had looked in earlier in the evening. 


He said: ‘‘No! This is my first appearance. Did you 
want anything ?”’ 

I replied: ‘‘ No, but I thought I saw you reading the 
report about half-past eight.” He again repeated that he 
had not been near the ward, and I left it at that. 
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The Passing of a Mother and Child 


ONE of the most vivid and weird experiences I have had 
personally was when I was nursing at Margate. In the 
ward was a little girl who had been in a dying state for some 
months. Her parents were terribly poor, her mother being 
ill in a workhouse infirmary in London. This poor kiddie 
was always asking for her mother, and begging us to write 
to her that she might take the little girl home. To comfort 
her, we told her that when she was better her mother would 
come and take her home. One night, about 2 a.m., when 
I was on duty, with the ward dimly lit by a red-shaded globe, 
I looked down the ward where the child’s bed was, and was 
more than surprised to see a white figure bending over her 
bed. Thinking it was the night sister or a fellow nurse, 
I did not go down immediately, and, as there was another 
door close to her bed, felt no surprise, when I did reach the 
bed, to find no one there—but the kiddie was just breathing 
her last. Her father came the next day and told the day 
nurses his wife had died at exactly the same time as the 
little girl, thus doubly bereaving him. I asked the nurses — 
at ‘‘ breakfast’’ that evening which of them had been in 
the ward at that time. Then I was surprised to hear that 
none had been there—not even sister. But it was not until 
I went to the ward and found the second door locked, and 
heard that the key had been lost for days, that I realised 
that the mother had indeed come for her little girl. 


SOME years ago I was a nurse in one of our large city hospitals 
and was on night duty in a women’s surgical ward. One 
night, as I sat by the table making some notes in the night 
report book by the one shaded light that was left burning, 
I saw the ward door open and three dark figures walk in 
and go slowly round, as if looking for someone. As it was 
no unusual thing for people to come in any hour of the night 
to see relatives who were seriously ill, I got up and crossed 
the ward to speak to them when, to my amazement, on reach- 
ing where I had seen them, I found that no one was there. 
This happened several times on different nights. Sometimes 
there was only one figure, sometimes two or three, and they 
always appeared to be looking for someone. They were 
always so real to me that I always got up to speak to them. 
I have never found the solution. 


STRANGE VISIONS OF ANIMALS 


The Dying Sealyham 


_ ABoUT two years ago my husband went out to Roumania 
for his firm. At that time we had a Sealyham—Michael— 
who was devoted to him. Late one evening, a few days 
after his master had gone, the poor little chap was run over 
just outside the gate. He was dying, and he lay in my 
arms till the vet. came and put him to sleep. I knew my 
husband would be terribly upset, so I decided not to tell 
him till he came home. 


Some days later I heard from him. I have the letter 
still. What follows is copied from it. 


cé 


. odd thing happened Tuesday night. I wasina 
stopping train near Sinaia. Girl got in—rum-looking girl— 
great green eyes—got to work with the lipstick as soon as 
she sat down. Presently she said, in broken English : 


‘** The white small dog, the English dog, is he not the 
dog of Monsieur ?’ 


““* What dog?’ I said. 
‘« She pointed into the corridor. 
««« A dehors.’ 


“I got up and looked out. There was nothing there. 
First move in the friendly game, thought I, and shut up 
pretty quickly. At the next stop she got out. After that 
I dozed off, but was wakened suddenly by a dog scratching 
at the door—sounded for all the world like Micky outside 
the bathroom in the morning. I jumped out, half asleep, 
but there was nothing there. I could have sworn it was 
Micky. Is he all right?.. .” 


Tuesday was the night Micky lay dying in my arms.— 
Oxford. 
93 


94 WARNINGS FROM BEYOND 


The Death of Tiny 


READING the account of the Dying Sealyham made me think 
that the unaccountable experience I had last week may not 
have been imagination. We had a lovely terrier dog, whose 
one and only fault was chasing motor cars and bicycles. 
Last Thursday evening she was run over at the other end of 
the town. The lady whose car knocked her down, although 
she was quite blameless in the matter, picked poor Tiny up 
and raced from one end of the town to the other to find a 
vet to take the dog in. As its collar was lost a day or two 
before and the one it had on had no name on it, they had no 
means of letting us know where Tiny was. My brother and 
daughter followed one clue after another, when searching for 
the dog and, eventually, found it at a vet’s place quite near 
our house. The surgeon could not say then how much she 
was hurt, but quite thought she would recover. 


On Friday morning my daughter went again to see Tiny. 
The poor creature knew her, but the vet said she must leave 
her till Saturday as she was unable to stand. About four in 
the afternoon, my daughter and I heard a loud scratching 
on the street door. We both said, “‘ That’s Tiny.’”’ We 
rushed tothe door, but there was no dog in sight. I told my 
brother and he said he thought he heard her whine, but 
added that ail our nerves were jarred and we fancied things. 
On Saturday, when my daughter went again to the vet, he 
told her that Tiny, later in the day on Friday, had become 
paralysed and he had had to put her to sleep as there was ne 
hope for her. The lady whose car knocked the dog down was 
a visitor to the town, and left the next day. If this should 
happen to meet her eye, will she accept the grateful thanks of 
an old woman for her kindness to a helpless, maimed animal. 


ABOUT 32 years ago, father took our family to live in a village 
in Staffordshire. He tenanted a four-roomed cottage—two 
up, and two down. One winter’s afternoon, a dark dismal 
day, mother was engaged upstairs, leaving my sister (two years 
older than myself) and I playing together downstairs in the 
firelight. 


Suddenly there appeared, as if passing through the closed 
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front door, a large beautiful black retriever dog. It walked 
across to the hearth where my sister and I were playing. 


I said ‘‘ Doggie! ’? and remember, as though it were only a 
week or so ago, that I patted and fondled him, and my sister 
did likewise. It was then to us exactly the same in sight and 
the sense of touch as it is to see and touch one to-day. 


I remember the pathetic, questioning look of its eyes, just 
the same as I might be looking into the eyes of one gazing 
into mine this very afternoon. 


All the doors of the house were closed and fastened so as 
to keep us in. 


I ran to the stairs door, not frightened, for I was too young 
to understand anything of its nature then, and called out, 
‘* Mother, come and look at our doggie! ’ Mother answered, 
““A dog?’ I said, ““ Yes, Mum,” and turned round to see 
the dog moving off towards the closed stair-hole door, through 
which it passed completely, as though a space had opened for 
it to walk through. Inthe meantime mother had come down- 
stairs, but could neither see nor hear anything of what we had 
seen and heard—for we heard its panting breath. 


Before father went there, the cottage had stood empty 
for some considerable time, and no one would tenant it. 
Both my parents and sister concerned are alive to-day and will 
tell the story as I tell it, but I may state that father and mother 
led us to understand then, that we must have been mistaken. 
We chaff them now by asking them the reason they did not 
remain in the old house above a fortnight after we declared 
we saw the dog. Since we have grown to understand, they 
tell us the house was known to be haunted, and that, some years 
previous to our going there, a man had mysteriously dis- 
appeared from the house and he was the owner of a huge 
black retrieve1 dog. 


So far as I know, the mystery has never been unravelled, 
but I do know I both saw and felt the beautiful dog; but 
from whence it came or whither it went (beyond coming 
through a closed door and passing away through one) I am 
unable to state, and though we have listened to many sup- 
positions concerning such mysteries, it is never safe to repeat 
them. When mother examined the stairhole into which we 
declared the dog had gone, no trace of our then welcome visitor 
could be found. 
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A STRANGE thing happened to me during one of my circuit 
journeys in Burma. I was obliged to stay the night in a 
very isolated and desolate dak bungalow. To get to my room 
I had to go up the outside stairs and across a narrow verandah, 
and I went to bed early and fell asleep quickly, having first 
put my revolver under my pillow—a precaution I always 
followed when travelling. I had not been asleep long when 
I.was awakened by the sound of something moving about in 
the verandah; it sounded like an animal rooting away the 
pots and pans that were strewn there. I got out of bed, 
opened the door on the verandah, but saw nothing. I went 
back to bed and sleep. Again the noise awoke me. Again 
I went out and found nothing. I went to bed again and for 
the third time I was awakened. Greatly annoyed, I picked 
up my revolver and went and sat quietly behind the door. 
I waited till the noise came again, then I opened the door and 
saw distinctly a very large black dog just going down the steps. 
I dashed out and fired point blank at him six times. He made 
no sound at all. I dashed down the steps after him, but 
could see nothing. I then went over to the boys’ quarters, 
being. somewhat surprised at their not having come out at 
the sound of my revolver. I was immensely surprised and 
very angry to find that their quarters were empty. There 
was not a soul on the spot save myself. I surmised that they 
had gone to make a night of it at some festa in the nearest 
village. Inthe morning I called my servant to me and asked 
for an explanation. He wrung his hands and said that not 
one of the boys would ever sleep in the place, because it was 
haunted. ‘‘ Haunted by what?’ I asked. “‘By a big 
black dog,” was the answer. I examined the stairs later 
and found the six shot marks in such a place that had any 
dog been on the stairs, they would have gone right through 
him. I have never yet found any explanation of the 
phenomena. 


BEING country-bred, I heard of numerous ghosts, generally 
of the blood-curdling type, which I dismissed as ‘‘ yokels’ 
yarns.” But I modified my unbelief after the following weird 
happenings. We lived in a rather lonely farm-house, and my 
father—then a frail old man of 81—had become strangely 
depressed over the death of his dog which was devoted to him 
and which he unfortunately killed whilst rabbit-shooting. 
He told us quite solemnly that ‘‘ Floss” still patrolled the 
garden at night, because he often saw her and spoke to her. 
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He even went so far as to put food and drink by her kennel 
every evening, and by the morning it was gone! “ Eaten 
by other animals, of course,’’ wesaid. But he would not agree. 
‘“ No,” he would say, ‘“‘ I’ve seen Floss eating it and she has 
licked my hand !”’ 

Anyhow, we ascribed it all to remorse acting on failing 
mental powers—until one night, my mother and I, on returning 
home late from our market-town, in the pony trap, got a naSty 
shock. The pony shied at something and, on getting down to 
investigate, I certainly saw a dog like Floss. I stooped to 
touch it, but it melted away; yet I distinctly felt something 
brush against me repeatedly as I led the pony up the garden- 
path. On several occasions afterwards members of the house- 
hold saw the vague form of a dog about the garden at night. 
Once my mother saw on the doorstep a pair of bright green 
eyes peering into hers and was positive she felt the wagging 
of a tail against her dress; yet we kept no other dog. A maid 
tried at dusk to drive a dog from the garden, but the animal 
did not move; on going towards it, it simply faded away 
and she came in scared. This maid had never known Floss. 

Six months after the shooting drama my father died, and 
the weirdest thing of aJl is that no one ever saw Floss’s wraith 
again. The two old chums were at last reunited. 


WE once owned a small black cat that was as devoted to us as 
any dog could be. Unfortunately, it contracted some disease, 
and had to be painlessly destroyed by the chemist. But the 
little wraith form came back to the home she had so much 
loved. I saw her where she liked to be best, playing by the 
banisters on the landing, near our bedroom door, where she 
came to have breakfast with us every morning. A visitor 
in the house saw her frolicking with a doormat in a way she 
loved to do; anda maid met her on the stairs. 

I have never known a more intelligent little cat, nor one 
that loved her home and owners more, so it was of great interest 
to find that after death she came back in that way. 

Is it with animals as it may be with humans—that a sudden 
or tragic death, allied to a great affection for home, brings back 
their ghosts to their former haunts ? 
~ Since then, I have met one other person who related a 
somewhat similar experience of a dearly loved dog returning 
after death, with the added fact that there was sensation as 
well as sight as the dog was felt to run over the foot. I a 
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especially interested in the subject of animal ghosts, although 
I have met people who have seen human ghosts. At one 
time we lived within a stone’s throw of a romantic Elizabethan 
mansion so much haunted by ghosts, that the owner (and he 
a most practical man!) even saw one in broad daylight dis- 
appearing through a garden wall. 


My father was a Sportsman, and one who was proud to say 
that he disbelieved in the supernatural, but at the same time 
he told this story as happening to himself, and owned that 
there appeared no visible explanation for what occurred. 

On a main road between two market towns in North Wales 
lies a part greatly feared by the people living near, and said 
by them to be haunted. My father was driving home one 
day from the assizes in a high dog-cart with his head clerk 
sitting beside him. The pony he drove was a great pet that 
we had had for years—a most gentle and docile creature, 
and one whose character we knew as well as one would know 
a human being’s. 

On coming to this particular part of the road, the animal 
became restive, and, apparently, saw something that neither 
of the men could see on the near side. My father coaxed, 
and spoke to her, but she did not respond to his voice; her 
attention seemed entirely engrossed in the object at which she 
gazed. She jibbed and backed, and utterly refused to pass 
the ‘‘ something ’’’ she saw. My father was not a patient man, 
and he at last applied the whip smartly (as a rule he never used 
it with this pony), but it had no result except that she planted 
her feet firmly, and shaking, as if with the ague, refused to 
move. 

The clerk—a very timid man—refused to get down, and my 
father, giving the reins into the man’s hand, dismounted 
himself. He searched the side of the road, and even the other 
side of the hedge, but could find nothing to account for the 
pony’s conduct. In the end he was obliged to put the rug 
over the animal’s head and lead her, trembling in every limb, 


past the place. 


Ir a ghost is not involved in this true story, at least something 


supernatural is. 
My grandmother was an invalid for several years before her 
death; we visited her daily, and invariably took our dog, 


Carlo, an unusually intelligent mongrel. 
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Grandma and he were great friends, and she always had some 
special tit-bit saved for him. Nevertheless he never visited 
her except with us, for he was always very faithful to us. 

After she died, however, we could not keep him away from 
her house. Whenever we let him out for his morning run he 
would rush off in that direction at a goodly pace. And he 
never returned until we fetched him. ~~ 

When he was there, however, he wasalwaysrestless. Yetat 
home with us he was quite normal and happy. 

For five months this continued day after day. 

Then one afternoon, when the dog was there, my aunt 
set out with some flowers for her mother’s grave. Carlo 
followed her. But, as dogs are not allowed in the cemetery, 
she had to shut him outside the gate. When she returned, 
there was no Carlo, so she decided to call on us and see if he 
had come home. He had, and when she reached our house 
Carlo was settled before the fire and seemed to be in his usual 
happy mood. 

He never went to Grandmother’s house again, except with 
us, and he never again appeared restless whilst there. 

We always think that at the cemetery-gates he learned 
something of his old friend that satisfied him. 


MANY years ago I was staying at a convent in the country. 
There was a tradition there that the west corridor was haunted 
byagreycat. Being very fond ofcats, I determined to investi- 
gate. I accordingly went down to this corridor (it was a 
lonely subway under the road, really) at twelve o'clock one 
night. It was rather a wild night, and great gusts of wind 
made the windows and doors creak as I descended. The 
place was dimly lit by gas jets always burning. To my sur- 
prise—and I think awe—I was just entering the corridor 
when I saw the figure of a grey cat comfortably seated in the 
middle of the path before me. I approached it, for all fear 
went at the sight of the beautiful animal. That it was alive 
I wascertain. I stooped and lifted the creature into my arms. 
Certain that I had laid the ghost, I put the cat out of a little 
window on the ground floor, and turned to descend the stairs. 

I turned to look back into the gloomy corridor once more. 
Below me, on the last step, and looking up with large staring 
eyes, was a grey cat. I was so certain that I had locked and 
barred the little window, that I could not understand this. 
I felt an uncanny feeling that this really was a ghost. I 
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fled. Next day, I minutely went over the place to see if 
there was any way the cat could have got in. I found no 
inlet. On talking to a nun about my experience she smiled— 
‘‘ That was the very night Sister Aileen died. It was a fav- 
ourite cat of hers. We never see it at any other time.” 


I HAVE no personal experience of a human ghost, but some 
years ago we lost, after a few days’ illness, a beautiful cat 
called Tommy. Almost immediately, a poor stray pussy 
appeared on the scene, and as our hearts were very tender 
towards out lost pet, we took him in. It happened at the 
time of the trial in France of the spy Bolo, and, as the new- 
comer was rather abject, we named him Bolo. 

As soon as tea was over, Bolo slipped into the arm-chair, 
but, before settling down for sleep, there was always a tre- 
mendous lot of scuffling—ears put back, snarling and spitting 
and paws lifted against an unseen foe. 

Finally, after about twenty minutes of this behaviour, he 
settled down to sleep, and we saw no more for that day. 

But for three months or more it was the same every evening 
after tea. It was so wonderful to see so meek a cat act with 
such spirit that my little girls looked forward to it daily and 
enjoyed the fight. 

I toldthe story toa friend whoisaclairvoyant. She always 
regretted that duties and distance prevented her from seeing 
it. She said she was certain that our strong affection for 
Tommy drew him back to his old favourite seat in the arm- 
chair and that he resented the stranger who had supplanted 
him. 


WHEN a girl, my mother lived at the village of Churston, S. 
Devon, from which she used to walk every week along a lonely 
road to the neighbouring town of Brixham. One November 
evening she felt particularly scared at the return journey, as 
dusk was falling and her way lay through a deep hollow with 
overhanging trees. She felt much relieved on approaching 
this hollow, to see a black retriever dog (rare in that part of 
the country) which she called and which accompanied her 
along the worst part of the road. On getting in sight of the 
village, the dog fell behind, and my mother, without waiting 
to see where it went, ran the rest of the way. She did not 
mention the fact at the time, but has frequently told me how 
grateful she was that evening for the presence of the dog. 
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Now for the sequel. Nearly forty years after, a copy of a 
“* History of Churston ’’ fell into my hands. In it, the writer, 
mentions that Churston possesses a ghost, that of a dog, 
identical in all respects with the one seen by my mother and 
which appears at dusk along exactly the same stretch of road 
as this one. My mother had never previously heard this story 
and for nearly forty years had never believed that this dog 
was any other than a real one. 


ONE January night several years ago just after midnight, 
the members of my family, including myself, were startled 
by several extremely heavy knocks on the front door. I 
immediately jumped out of bed, slipped on my dressing- 
gown and left the bedroom, when I met my father, who was 
also about to proceed downstairs. It was a lovely moonlight 
night, and the snow lay thick on the ground. From the 
landing, we were unable to discern any form on the outside 
of the door, which was half glass, and, on arrival there, we 
unlocked and found there was not the least sign of a foot- 
print in the snow. There was nothing to suggest that the 
brass knocker had been interfered with in any way, or the gate 
leading into the road having been opened, otherwise there 
would certainly have been lines in the snow caused by the 
- opening of it. Everything appeared peaceful, so, although 
greatly puzzled, we returned to our bed without again being 
disturbed. 

The following morning I went across to the stable to attend 
to the horse as usual, when to my great dismay I saw him 
lying dead. 


SoME years back as I walked in broad daylight down the 
upper passage of a house we had recently occupied, I saw a 
dachshund, cheery and clever looking, trotting briskly 
towards me with the swinging trot peculiar to these dogs. 
I exclaimed ‘‘ Hullo’’—when it vanished. I looked every-. 
where—no trace of it. Sometimeafterwards I heard that our 
predecessors had been particularly fond of what was called 
by my informant, “‘ a long-bodied, short-legged little dog,’’ 
which was always about the house and went everywhere with 
its owners. I am convinced I saw this dear little creature 
and was always sorry that during the five years we ayer in 
the house I never saw him again. 
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I HAVE heard lots of ‘‘ Ghost’’ stories, but the following 
I can assure you is perfectly true. One night, returning home 
rather late, I was partaking of my supper alone, when there 
came from under the table a little rough-coated dog. It 
walked round by the back of me and then went under the 
couch. Thinking that a neighbour’s dog, which was in the 
habit of coming in, was in the house, I called “‘ Toby, Toby,”’ 
but there was no response to my call. Thinking I was mis- 
taken, I got on with my supper. No sooner had I started 
than the same thing happened again. This time I got up 
and hunted under the couch and round the room, but I could 
find no dog. Again I began my supper, when, for the third 
time, the same thing happened again. This time I got up and 
bolted upstairs leaving my supper untouched. Weird, but 
quite true. 


SoME years before I was married I was living in a situation, 
where a beautiful brown spaniel was kept. The dog became 
very fond of me, and always came to the kitchen after lunch 
for tit-bits. 

One day he came into the kitchen, and was sniffing round, 
when he suddenly sprang back, as if he had been struck. 
Looking very terrified and howling dismally, he slunk out of 
the room with his tail between his legs, and no amount of 
coaxing could get him back again. 

That evening the dog’s mistress died very suddenly from 
apoplexy. 

It was weeks before the dog would come into the kitchen 
again, and I have always wondered what he saw! 

Do dogs see spirits ? 


A LADY cousin of mine in Birmingham had her black cat 
destroyed rather wantonly, because they were going on holi- 
day and could not take it with them. 

I went to stay in her house shortly after she came back, 
and on several occasions she jumped up in alarm, and said 
that the cat was back, and had scratched her leg. Once there 
was a long red line on it, but the skin was not broken. 

Finally, an expert clairvoyant was called in to exorcise 
the animal, and it never troubled her again. 


LAL SPORES 


Den Palen) Sarena Val 


THE IRISHMAN TAKES THE BISCUIT 


THIs is about a man who was out in Alleghany, Pens., just 
across the Alleghany River from Pittsburgh, where I spent 
seventeen years. On the 4th July he was in Pittsburgh at 
a friend’s house until late at night. On his way home on the 
Alleghany side of the river, he met with a funeral. He stood 
on the side of the road while the procession passed. He could 
hear some talk amongst the mourners, but could not understand 
what was said. Thenext thing he remembered was standing 
at his father’s grave away in Ireland, in a place called Killcrone 
between Ballymoe and Glenamaddy, Co. Galway. He pulled 
out his pocket knife and stuck it down one side of the head- 
stone of his father’s grave. He knew nothing afterwards 
till he found himself where he had seen the vision. He wrote 
home to his friends in Ireland and told them to go to his father’s 
grave and they would find a pocket knife, marked with 
““P. and F.” stuck by the side of the headstone. His friends 
went and there found the knife. 


The writer of this story adds: ‘‘I have plenty of fairy 
tales, if this fits. There are hundreds know about this from 
his place.” 
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“That was a Good Race”’ 


I wELL remember an old inhabitant of this place, a great 
friend of mine, telling me about a house situated in a very 
remote part of the valley of the Rhondda. All the tenants 
who had lived there, he declared, used to complain to the 
landlord about the ghostly happenings that took place there, 
but he took not the slightest notice of the complaints, until the 
people deserted the house and he could not get other tenants. 
The landlord in the meantime thought he would put the house 
to a proper test, so he engaged a local man who was noted for 
his courage—a man who did not care for anything that was 
mortal. The agreement was made and the man went to live 
in the house. He provided himself with coal for the fire and, 
as there was no means of obtaining light, he also took a few 
candles. The first three nights went without anything unusual 
happening, but he was very nervous. He began to boast 
and say that the ghosts were afraid of him, but, on the fourth 

night, he retired to bed a bit earlier than usual and, when he 
had been in bed a few hours, he awoke about eleven or twelve 
o'clock with a start. He could hear some strange sounds 
downstairs, so he sat up in bed and listened for awhile to see 
if they would cease. They did not cease, however, and, being 
a brave man, he went downstairs and looked around, but he 
could not see or hear anything. He decided to sit by the 
fire and await events. He had not long to wait before the 
noise started again. This time it was at the front door, so he 
went and found the door open. But he saw nothing and, 
while he was by the front door, he could hear the noise at the 
middle kitchen door. He went there and found the back was 
open, so he decided to go round the house and trap the ghost 
inside, if possible. As he was walking around the house, the 
three doors shut with a bang. For a while so undecided was 
he that he stood there thinking what was best to do and 
listening for some more sounds of which he had heard none 
since the doors shut. Suddenly a hand was put upon his 
shoulder as from nowhere. It frightened him to such an 
extent that he took to his heels and ran for his dear life and, 
not being used to running, he was very soon panting for breath. 
When he was done up he sat down by the roadside to recover 
himself, and, while he was sitting there with his hands upon 
his knees and his head bowed in thought, the same hand was 
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placed upon his shoulder again and, when he turned his gaze 
towards that side, he saw sitting by his side an object in white 
and it said to him in a hollow, deep voice, ‘‘ That was a good 
race, was it not ?’’ The brave man replied as best he could, 
for he was trembling all over from fear, ‘“ Y—e—y—e—s—s, 
and when I get my breath back we will have another good 
race again!’’ The house was never again inhabited. 


The Musician's Ghost 


WHEN I was alittle girl I decided to have what I called “‘ some 
fun” at the expense of our maid, who was a simple country 
girl. So, one night, after Mabel came upstairs to bed, I 
slipped on my dressing-gown and, hiding underneath it a small 
musical box, I went into Mabel’s room. 


-“T have come to talk to you, Mabel,’ I said. She turned 
out the gas and got into bed, while I sat in the darkness, 
chattering away to her. Suddenly I exclaimed: “ Why, 
Mabel, this is the night that old Mr. Fern’s ghost walks! 
He was a musician and lived in this house before we did. 
It is exactly sixteen years ago to-night since he disappeared. 
What happened to him, nobody ever knew. Exactly a week 
after he had disappeared he was found in his room again, 
dead, and holding in his arms a violin. Oncea year his ghost 
is supposed to walk in this very room where we are now.” 


Mabel was terrified, and I pretended to calm her fears. 


The fact about Mr. Fern disappearing, and then being 
found dead in his room was quite true. But I had made up 
the ghost part of the story with the intention of frightening 
the girl.] 

I stayed in the room keeping Mabel in a most alarmed state 
of mind by continually reminding her of the “ ghost ”’—and 
then saying: ‘‘ Don’t think about it, though.” 


The hall-clock struck eleven. Feigning most awful fright, 
I said: ‘It is at eleven o’clock that the ghost walks. I 
expect we shall soon hear his violin.”’” I put my hand under 
my dressing-gown to turn the handle of the musical box, 
knowing that Mabel would be silly enough to think that the 
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music was the ghost’s violin. I turned the handle. To my 
amazement and horror, the music came from the far corner 
of the room—not from beneath my dressing-gown. I tried 
to turn the handle again but I could not find it. The whole 
box seemed to have gone. I shook my dressing-gown and then 
felt where I had been sitting on the bed, but there was no 
musical box ! 

There was dead silence and, then, a few strains of music 
from the far corner of the room. 

With a scream of terror, Mabel sprang out of bed, and rushed 
downstairs. For one moment I was petrified with fright ; 
and then I followed Mabel, banging the door after me. 

Nobody believed our story and nothing of the ghost’s music 
has been heard since. Mabel left us after this night’s excite- 
ment, refusing to live in such a house! 

That was years ago, and I have slept in the room several 
times since. But I still believe in my ghost’s music! I 
wonder if Mabel still does. 

I must not forget to add that, though we all searched the 
room thoroughly next morning, nobody found the musical 
box. But when the skirting board had to be moved, some 
years later, the old musical box, mouldy and rusty, was 
found in a hole in the wall. 


WHO MOVED THE BED? 


THE following extraordinary incident happened to my mother 
at the age of about seven years. 

Her parents lived, at the time, in a village in Bedfordshire, 
where my grandfather was pastor of the Congregational 
Church. There was a sale at a large mansion near, and my 
grandfather bought a fine, massive, mahogany four-poster 
bed complete with heavily carved canopy. It was a magnifi- 
cent article and one of the finest “‘ lots ’’ in the sale. . 

When it arrived at the Manse, it was placed in my mother’s 
bedroom in place of her little child’s bed. The first night she 
slept in it, she was awakened, terrified, at about eleven o'clock, 
to find that the massive bed was being slowly moved across 
the room. Her screams brought my grandparents rushing 
into the room—they had been sitting chatting by the fire 
in the sitting-room beneath and had heard the heavy move- 
ments just before my mother’s cries. Sure enough, without 
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any visible agency that heavy bed had been moved half-way 
across the large room. 

Next day, my grandfather was sent for to offer spiritual 
consolation to one of his church members, a young farmer. 
The wife of the farmer had coveted the bed and had been 
angry with her husband for not buying it. They had had 
several quarrels on the subject, and on the previous evening 
the envious young wife lost her temper, so furiously, that she 
burst a blood vessel on the brain. And she died at the exact 
time that the bed had been moved across the room in my 
grandfather's house some distance away. 


AN ACCOMMODATING GHOST 


Nor far from my home there has recently been demolished 
a cottage that was known locally as the “ haunted house.” 

About three years ago, rumours went around of mysterious 
happenings in this house which at the time was occupied by a 
man and his wife and their five children. 

It was said that pots and pans, etc., were thrown about, 
doors banged, and light articles moved without human agency. 

These reports were endorsed by many witnesses, though 
many tried to explain away the phenomena as being caused 
by trickery on the part of someone living in the house. 

Detectives, spiritualists and many regarded as experts in 
such matters visited the house, but were unable to solve the 
mysterious happenings, which, after some weeks, ceased and 
occurred no more. 

Just before the phenomena ceased, a married couple 
whom I know well decided to renew an old friendship with 
the couple at the house and so get a glimpse of the visitations 
of the “ ghost.” 

While waiting for something to happen, they sat watching 
the children of the house playing unconcernedly near the fire. 

There was no one in the house besides themselves and the 
children, when the man leaned towards his wife and whispered, 
‘“‘ A wash would do these kids no harm.” 

His wife whispered back, ‘‘ I’d think more about the ghosts 
if they’d throw a bit of soap for these kids instead of throwing 
useless things about.” 

The words had scarcely left her lips when a pound packet 
of soap appeared from! nowhere and dropped on the table. 
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A SMOKING GHOST 


Tuis is a somewhat unusual ghost story, and it has the merit 
of being true. Its locale is an ordinary residence on a busy 
main road within four miles of . . . Town Hall. 

Whoever else pays us a visit at Yuletide, this year, we are 
likely to have a real Christmassy ghost ; indeed he may be 
with us at this moment. He is a very modern ghost, too, 
for he actually smokes ! 

One day I was going upstairs when I noticed a faint smell 
of tobacco on the stair-head by the bathroom door. This was 
decidedly queer as the house is occupied only by my wife and 
myself, and I was perfectly satisfied that neither of us had 
been smoking within hours of the time. Matilda, thank 
Heaven, is not addicted to the weed—at any rate when I am 
about—and I can vouch for myself on that particular occasion. 
The only explanation seemed to be that the scent came from 
next door, though how it could get through a substantial 
brick partition was a puzzle, and we had to give it up. (Clue 
1—the strong odour suggests that the spectre smokes a pipe, 
therefore it is doubtless a he-ghost.) 

A few weeks elapsed, and then my wife had a similar 
experience, but this time the tobacco scent was not only on 
the landing but also in the bathroom. (Clue 2—he probably 
likes a bath—in spirit.) 

As the ghost seemed to be doing no harm we did not object 
to his intrusion into our peaceful abode, and a few weeks 
elapsed before he again gave us evidence of his presence. 
This time there was no scent on the stairs, but when I opened 
the bathroom door I was again greeted by a strong odour of 
tobacco smoke, and I felt sure I could detect a faint bluish 
haze in the room. Inquiry and search failing to elucidate 
matters, Matilda and I relegated the extraordinary affair 
to the realm of unsolved mysteries. We are now awaiting 
developments, as another orgie is almost due, and our only 
desire is that our pipe-loving visitor will refrain from setting 
the house on fire. 

4 


A USEFUL KIND OF GHOST 


A VERY dear friend of mine had a friend who was maid toa 
lady in a large country mansion. It was Christmas time 
and the house full of guests, when an unexpected guest turned 
up—just arrived from abroad—and asked the lady if she 
would put him up, as the village inn was packed. As he was 
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an old friend of the lady she did not like to refuse. She told 
him every room was occupied but one, and she could not 
put himinthat becauseit washaunted. He wasa man of good 
nerve and said he would enjoy the experience of sleeping in 
the room, therefore it wasprepared. The fire waslighted and 
he was just going to sleep when the ghost appeared and lifted 
him out of bed on to the carpet. Hesaid nothing, but got 
back to bed, only to be lifted out for the second time. A 
third time the same thing happened and the gentleman said 
“What do you want of me?” The ghost beckoned him to 
follow, and led the way downstairs into the kitchen. Here it 
tapped on one of the stones and disappeared. The guest 
fetched the gentleman of the house. Together they removed 
the stone and discovered two copper urns full of gold. The 
ghost was never seen afterwards. 


HOW TO MAKE A GHOST FEEL QUITE AT HOME 


Guosts! oh, yes, from time immemorial, human beings 
have been conscious of a haunting personality, intangible 
and spiritual, which they have termed “‘ Ghosts.’” One evening 
soon after we had taken the house in South Wales in which 
we now live, I was startled, on opening the door leading from 
the living-room to the stairs, to see standing before me the 
ghostly form of an elderly man. I was alone in the house ~ 
and was naturally startled at first. But, on recovering myself, 
the thought came to me that I could speak to him. I asked 
him if he wanted anything and, to my surprise, he spoke. 
‘**T live here,” he said, ‘‘ I have been here many years; now 
Iam old. You will let me stay?” I asked him which was 
his room and, pointing to the front room, he replied ‘ This 
one.” / 

I told him that he was welcome to stay, but asked him not 
to go about at night to frighten the children. The strange 
part is that for several nights previous to this, my boy, sixteen 
years of age, would not go up to bed alone. He had never 
been nervous before, but declared that someone was following 
him. 

I have’seen our ghostly friend often since that night, and 
had conversations with him on three occasions. -He seems 
quite content to remain with us, but he has never frightened 
the boy again. I have never told my boy of my talks to the 
ghost and he seems to have forgotten the unseen something 
that made him nervous. 
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A GHOST’S PUNISHMENT 


My grandmother, a native of Co. Donegal, Ireland, when a 
girl in her twenties, was once present with some dozen other 
girls at a “‘ quilting’? (making quilts by hand on wooden 
frames) in a neighbour’s house. The master of the house had 
married again shortly after the death of his first wife, who had 
left a baby about nine months old atthistime. This particular 
day the baby cried incessantly and the girls present were full 
of sympathy for the stepmother who played, well, the role of 
martyr to duty. Towards evening, however, during the 
latter’s absence from the room, they were horrified to see a 
figure, exactly like the child’s mother as they had known her 
in lifetime, enter, silently pick up the crying child, undress 
it and take from next its skin a bunch of stinging nettles. 
She held them in her hand for all to see, but not a word was 
spoken, she dressed the child and put it back in its cradle. 
As the ghost was leaving the room, the stepmother entered, 
and, as the ghost passed her, it lifted a hand and slapped her 
lightly on the cheek, leaving a livid red scar which that woman 
bore for the remainder of her life. 


“MOTHER DID IT” 


AN intelligent church officer in . . . South Wales related to 
me, during a preaching visit, the following story which he 
assured me was generally believed in the village. An acquaint- 
ance of my informer lost his wife and was left with the care 
of a baby child. A housekeeper proving unsatisfactory, the 
widower married again, and became the father of a second 
child. It happened that the elder child was even more 
neglected by its stepmother than it was by the dismissed 
housekeeper. On the Saturday afternoon of a long day in 
summer, the father and stepmother went to the market, a 
mile or two away, taking with them the second child, but 
leaving the elder child in bed upstairs, all alone in the house. 
The child in the house, timid and fretful, began to cry, until 
its crying attracted the attention of the neighbours. These 
humane neighbours tried to get to the child but found the house 
barred against them. However, the neighbours noticed that 
the crying suddenly ceased upstairs. They naturally thought 
that the lonely child had cried herself to sleep. In a few hours, 
the parents returned to the house, and, to their surprise, 
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found the elder child in the kitchen downstairs, seated in a 
baby chair, with food carefully and daintily placed before it. 
““ How came you here, and who brought you the food ?” asked 
the father. “‘’Iwas mother brought me down, mother did 
it,’ answered the child, “‘ and there she is,’’ she added, as 
she pointed to a vanishing figure at the other end of the room. 


A REAL “ THRILLER ” 


THE following incident was related to me by the lady in the 
story after she had been a widow for more than thirty years. 

The scene was a small township in Yorkshire in which 
lived a man (we’ll call him Raistrick), a blacksmith, remark- 
able for his pure white—not grey—hair, and a slight pink 
tinge in the whites of his eyes. (The evil eye of legend.) 

This man quarrelled with a carter named Jackson, whom he 
cursed in his peculiar way. 

Jackson was injured the next day and lay for some days in 
his own home waited on by his wife. 

One evening, as she sat by the injured man with her sewing 
on her lap, she was startled by his cry “‘ Look!” and, follow- 
ing the frightened stare of her husband’s eyes, she saw a large 
white cat. 

Instinctively she threw the thing nearest to hand (a pair 
of scissors) at the intruder, and saw them hit, point first, 
the animal’s right side, as it slipped out of the door. 

Thinking that the cat was hurt, she went to look for it, 
but there was no sign of it, although all doors and windows 
were properly fastened. Now the sequel. 

That same night Raistrick had finished his evening meal 
and was dozing in his arm-chair. 

He startled the household with a cry of pain and pressed 
his hand to his right side, and died during the night. 


Some Stories with a Sequel 
ANOTHER HAUNTED CHURCH 


Tus story is often related of a tragedy that occurred in a village 
church. It was said that queer lights and shadows were to be seen 
in the churchyard at midnight. A brave man of the village, doubt- 
ing this, said that he would go and sit in the church at midnight. 
Other men of the village secretly hid themselves between the graves 
and waited. The man, true to his promise, arrived at the dread 
hour and entered the church. As he did not come out again when 
expected, the “‘ hidden ghosts ”’ entered the church and found, to 
their horror, that their comrade was dead. It appeared that his 
coat had caught on a nail and the sudden jerk must have felt like 
a ghost pulling him back, and frightened him to death. 


LATE EDITION 


THE greatest fright Iever had was when walking on a lonely country 
road. It was a very dark night, but fine and dry, with a strong 
wind blowing at my back. I was startled by a strange rustling 
noise from behind. When I turned to see what was the cause, I 
got the cold shiver feeling. A short distance away there was 
something white moving zigzag on the road towards me. Before 
I had time to escape it caught me in the back. You may imagine 
how thankful I felt when I discovered it was an open newspaper 
ae was being blown by the strong breeze along the centre of 
the road. 


WHAT THE COLLIERS SAW 


Two coal miners when leaving the colliery at which they worked 
were startled to see a white form gliding silently towards them. 
These men, who did not know the meaning of the word “ funk ”’ 
while engaged in the mine, stood rooted to the ground, unable to 
speak or move; they simply clutched each other until the ghost 
had silently passed them and gone out of sight. Unable to explain 
the uncanny sight, they hurried home. Next morning it leaked 
out that a certain lady had left her sick bed—whilst the nurse had 
fallen asleep—in a delirious condition! She had wandered about 
clad only in her nightgown ! 


. CUT OFF 
WHEN I went to live in an old Hallas a manservant, I was told 
there was a ghost to be seen and heard in the night. The first — 
night I didn’t get any sleep, but I did not see or hear anything. 
The next morning I was asked by my master how I got on. I 
replied, ‘‘ All right,” and he said ‘‘ Carry on, then.” A night or 
two later there were awful noises and I could not sleep. I made up 
my mind to find the cause and, next day, I discovered the ghost 
was a branch of a tree rubbing the flue board at the end of the 
house. For forty years this ghost had done its worst—but now - 
it is cut off. 


II2 
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A FISHY’ STORY 


AFTER my half-day out, some time ago, I had occasion to go down 
into the cellar. Knowing the cellar well, of course, I went without 
a light, and there, right across a corner, hung what appeared to be 
a silvery shining object. Naturally, I did not stay any longer than 
I could help. When I reached the top step I thought of how I 
had always pooh-poohed the idea of ghosts, etc., so I boldly 
returned, this time stick in hand. Yes, it was still there! The 
rays of the moon through the grating showed me plainly I had 
made no mistake. There certainly was some creepy looking 
object there, so, with all my courage up, and ready to run if needs 
be, I gave one blow, and down it fell—a string of kippers which 
had arrived that afternoon while I was out. 


TAPPING ON WINDOW 


Axsout three years ago, my wife was lying seriously ill and the doctor 
was called in about I! p.m. 

I was sitting in a room at the top of a three-storey house, anxiously 
awaiting the doctor’s report, when, to my amazement, I heard a 
distinct tapping on the window pane. 


Now, I was too high for the glass to be touched by any human 
agency. I confess I received a shock. I peered through the glass 
and saw nothing. I sat down, lighted my pipe, and the tapping 
was resumed. Again I looked but could see nothing. I sat down 
again and the tapping started once more. This time, being 
thoroughly scared, I determined to discover what it really was. I 
threw the window up and, to my great relief, in flew a large moth 
which had been beating against the window—attracted by the light, 
as I had forgotten to draw the blind. 


WHAT A DEATH! 


WuiItst living in Birmingham a few years ago, I had a very terrify- 
ing experience. I was returning home very late one night froma _ 
Christmas party. The road I had to take led me by a large cemetery. 
It was a very bright moonlight night and the huge stretch of grave 
stones looked very weird and ghostly. Ishivered as | passed along ; 
never had I felt so lonely. Suddenly, a low voice moaned ‘‘ How 
cold, how cold; what a death! what a death!’ Terror seized 
me; I wanted to shriek and run, but Icould not. Again and again 
the words were repeated. Surely it was a joke; I stood still and 
looked about me, for my heart was beating so fast I could not take 
another step. Notasoul wasabout. I then heard afaint fluttering 
sound in the trees above me, and, looking up quickly, I saw a huge 
parrot looking down at me. I afterwards learnt Polly had been 
missing two days from a large house opposite the cemetery gates. 
You may laugh at this, but I assure you, at the time it was no 
laughing matter. H 
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A TALE OF A CANDLE 

A FRIEND of mine had to go through a lonely part of the country 
on a dark night, and, his torchlight being out of action, he decided 
that he would take a lighted candle with him. After burning his 
fingers several times, he resolved to get rid of the candle. Close 
by was a canal, and he placed the lighted candle in the water. He 
went on his way thinking no more about the incident. The water 
in the canal was stagnant, and the candle kept alight for some time. 
Several people who passed by this spot had the fright of their lives, 
and, without stopping to investigate, hurried on their way. Next 
morning it was the common talk of the village—they had seen a 
light shining in the water, and it was an ill omen. Some time 
later, a poor fellow fell into the canal and was drowned. Then 
the tongues began to wag. Had they not seen a ‘‘ghost ”’ at the 
very place? A “‘ ghost ’”’ had come there to prepare for his death ! 
And for years after the place was haunted. 


THREE BALLS OF GREEN FIRE 
I was on duty alone in the guard-room of the old South Barracks. 
at Halifax (Nova Scotia). After midnight, I extinguished the light 
and lay on a form whilst through my mind ran the story of the 
sergeant who, many years ago, had committed suicide in the grim 
old cell which faced me across the floor. 

I glanced fearfully toward the cell and felt my hair rise as I 
gazed at three balls of green fire which seemed to revolve in a beam 
of light on the cell door. In fright, I drew my bayonet and advanced 
to investigate, but was unable to fathom the mysterious lights 
until, looking out of the window, I saw that a street light was 
throwing its beam through three green glass telegraph insulators 
and, thus, acting in similar fashion to a magic lantern. 

P.S.—It is usual in Canadian towns to find street lights and tele- 
graph wires fixed to the same post, the insulators being of red or 
green glass. 


“ALL UNCANNY THINGS CAN BE ACCOUNTED FOR” 
My only experience of seeing anything uncanny was when I was a 
child. 

One night I was very much startled by what appeared to me 
to be a ghost posted right at the bottom of my bed. 

I sat up in bed, stared at it, then lay down and covered my head, 
feeling very much scared. 

Next thing I remember was waking up from a dream in which I 
had been telling a friend of my fright. . 

Night after night I was too nervous to sleep, thinking I had 
really seen a ghost. This ghost appears now in my mind as vividly 
as it did years ago, but I know this experience was nothing but 
a dream—first part seeing the ghost; second relating what I had 
seen. 

If the vision had been real I should have been too disturbed to 
go to sleep and dream again. 

My belief is that all uncanny things can be accounted for. 


TOLD BY “DAILY NEWS ” READERS II5 


THE LAST TRUMP 


WHEN I was about twelve years old we lived in the country. Our 
house was rather out of the village, and, to reach it, we had to pass 
the cemetery. 

One moonlight night, my younger brother and I were going home. 
He had with him a bugle. On nearing the cemetery (in a spirit 
of mischief) he said, ‘‘ Now I will sound the last trump.” He 
sounded a good strong blast. Nothing happened, excepting that 
I quickened my steps, begging him not to doit. My brother then 
said, ‘‘ They don’t seem in much of a hurry, do they? I'll give 
them one more chance.’’ Another terrific blast. Imagine our 
horror when suddenly two forms rose up near the hedge in front 
of the cemetery and advanced towards us. We were rooted to 
the spot with fright. Also imagine our relief when a courting 
couple said, ‘‘ You little wretches, you scared us.” 


A SIMPLE EXPLANATION 
WHEN walking up the lane from my home to the village one evening 
last week, I passed an old disused barn. There to my astonishment 
I saw a real ghost, with a long white sheathlike body and out- 
stretched arms ! 

During the next hour, while at a meeting in the village, my 
thoughts were busy with possible explanations—mischievous boys ; 
queer-shaped farm implements ? None of these seemed sufficient 
explanation. On returning home, I went boldly up to the building 
to investigate, but there was nothing but the bare old plaster walls 
of the barn. Next day, when passing again, I was still puzzling 
over my ghost, when I saw it again, but just a pale shade of the 
apparition of the previous evening. 

Then I realised that the midday sun was shining from the same 
place as the moon shone the night before, and the doors, slightly 
ajar, hanging away from their hinges, formed a big “‘ T”’ of light 
on the plaster wall. 


A LIVELY PUMP 
In the parish of Heavitree, near Exeter, there is a goodly residence 
standing in its own grounds surrounded by trees. 

Several years ago this place was reputed to be haunted, and, 
although servants were plentiful in those days and the place com- 
fortable, not one could be induced to remain long. Sooner or later, 
each made the same complaint—ghostly noises awoke them at 
night ; weird and awful sounds that caused them to quake with 
fear and dread as they lay motionless in bed. 

Then a friend who was interested in the supernatural offered to 
sleep in the servants’apartments. The first night nothing occurred ; 
on the second, however, the stillness of night was suddenly broken 
by queer grating noises which seemed to come from the courtyard. 
Taking his lantern, he proceeded to investigate, and found the cause 
of all the trouble to be a defective pump, the handle of which was 
working up and down of its own accord. A builder soon remedied 
this and the ghost was laid, 
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ONLY GLOW WORMS 


AT one period of the War, I was stationed at Woodbridge, in Suffolk, 
ten miles from Ipswich, a place I was in the habit of visiting nearly 
every night, walking both ways. One night, as I was returning 
to camp, after leaving Ipswich about ten o’clock, I was startled 
to see a bright light about a hundred yards away from the road, 
in the woods which run along the side of a rather dark and lonely 
road. I stood looking for some time and, not being satisfied, I 
went to investigate. When I reached the spot, there was no light 
to be seen. I stood for a time listening and the light reappeared— 
this time further in the wood. Iam not of a nervous disposition, 
but, I must admit, I got ‘“‘the wind up.” Again the next night 
I had the same experience, and I returned to camp a bit worried 
about it. I told a mate of mine and induced him to accompany 
me the next night. Againthelight appeared. I called his attention 
to it. He did not say anything at the time, but, upon arriving 
at the camp, he laughed and said, ‘‘ You fool, they were glow 
worms.” 


TWICE “SAVED” 


My father is coachman at a beautiful country house near here, and 
I have spent several holidays there. My parents live in rooms over 
the coach-house, which forms one side of the square courtyard, 
entered by two huge gates. One morning I was awakened by the 
dogs howling, then I heard some one banging the gates, which are 
always locked at night. Of course, there are plenty of ghostly 
stories connected with the ‘‘ House,’’ and one of these concerning 
a coach and four with old-time revellers came to my mind. 


It was quite dark, and I had no idea of the time. As the noise 
continued, I got scared stiff. Besides the banging, I could now 
hear clanking of chains and a most horrible cry. I trembled so 
that the bed shook under my body ; I wanted to run to my mother’s 
room, but I couldn’t budge an inch. Presently, to my. relief, I 
heard father moving, and, as he passed my door, I could hear him 
saying: “‘ Five o’clock! That fellow’s early.”” He went down- 
stairs and opened the big gates for the sweep with his little donkey 
cart. It was the donkey’s braying that I had heard, and the little 
chap was fastened with chains to the cart. Quite a simple explana- 
tion, but, oh! what a fright ! 


Another time I was coming from the village and I had to go along 
an overhung, lonely pathway. Just as I was right in the darkest 
part, I could see a white figure coming towards me. The wind 
was very high,and anynoise thefigure might have made was drowned 
by the crashing of the trees. Nearer and nearer it came, and I 
didn’t know whether to fly or stand my ground. Just as I was 
nearly “‘ frightened to death,’’ it came toa gap in the trees and 
I could make out the features of one of the maids. She was wearing 
a loose cloak which the wind blew back, disciosing a long white 
apron. So Iwas saved again. 
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AFTER THE MIDNIGHT SERVICE 

I HAD been to a midnight service. My nearest way home was by 
an old rectory path passing through part of a shrubbery leading 
out into a more open space with tall trees. On coming to this 
spot it was not actually dark—I could see in the near distance 
a very tall man leaning close to a tree and with a huge cudgel. 
This particular place was supposed to hold a ghost. My thoughts 
were, should I return and “‘ hop it,” or should I go on and face 
it? I had a fair stick, so I decided to proceed. The tall figure 
came forward to meet me, when, to my astonishment, he proved 
to be one of my best friends in the village. 


Explanation : the old rectory, being closed down and untenanted 
at the time, the Jocal policeman, who had been having his midnight 
ramble, had seen lights in the windows. Consequently, he went 
and obtained the services of the bellringers who had been ringing 
» out the old year, and had set some of them at various points, while 
he and others made a search. Hence my ghost. Had I runaway, 
what a different story to tell. 


THE RED HAND 
My only experience of ghosts was a rather terrifying one, when I 
was a boy about thirteen. A friend of mine—about the same 
age—-had been proclaiming his utter disbelief and contempt of 
all such “‘ piffle.”’ 

Well, to cut a long story short, we decided to put the matter to 
-the test, and endeavour to see for ourselves by walking through 
the old cemetery that night after dark. 

So, eight o’clock found us outside the wall which surrounded 
the cemetery, and, with quickening pulses, we found a place and 
climbed over. 

We hardly spoke as we walked through the main drive, turned 
to the right, and went back through the smaller paths and over 
the grass, with ever-increasing speed, eventually reaching, almost 
at a run, the point where we had entered. We never saw a single 
ghost. 

I am sure we were both greatly relieved as we dropped over the 
wall again; I know I was. 

But, as we turned from the wall, our hearts stopped as we saw, 
only a few yards away, in a dark corner where the wall came out 
about a couple of yards—a_ hand. 

There was nothing else ; all was black except the hand, and that 
was red, and seemed to be glowing, almost on fire I might say. 

It was only there an instant and then it disappeared. Yes, it 
simply seemed to go out like a light that is extinguished. 

We had stood as though struck lifeless, and then we saw a move- 
ment in that terrifying blackness which made us take to our heels 
and never stop running until we were safe at our own front doors. 


—It was a policeman turning off his light on hearing us coming 
over the wall. 
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A WEIRD SOUND 


LivinG, for a time, in part of an old mansion, I was very unnerved 
by a moaning sound which I heard most nights in my bedroom. I 
was determined to locate what I thought to be a ghost, and one night 
I left the bed and went towards’ the door, from which the sound 
appeared to come. During my search, the moan came again, and 
I fled back to bed, fully expecting to see the door open to admit 
some uncanny apparition. After some time, however, as nothing 
happened, I began to call commonsense to my aid and determined 
once and for all to find the ghost. This time I went to the window, 
and, to my horror, while I was standing there the moan sounded 
close to my ear. Summoning all my courage, I threw open the 
window, and discovered the ‘‘ ghost.’’ Some telephone wires which 
had connected the house to the telephone service (the telephone 
had been removed before my time) had been cut and were left hang- 
ing, and each time a gust of wind came round the corner of the house 
it caused a weird sound like a creature in pain. Ever after, I slept 
soundly in spite of the ghostly moan ! 


FIGURE MISTAKEN FOR A GHOST 


SOME years ago I, with other young people, was spending an August 
holiday at a farmhouse near Cawdor, Scotland. 

One evening we took an after-supper stroll, accompanied by the 
farm dog, through the romantic Prince Charlie’s Rocks. 


Our little company became separated, and I with two others 
reached the neighbourhood of the farm first. 


We perched ourselves on a low wall enclosing a plantation of 
trees, to await the others of our party, intending for all to go in 
quietly together so that we might not disturb the farmer and his 
wife, who were ‘‘ early to bed and early to rise.” 

In a few moments a man appeared on the road leading from the 
village and, when he reached the gate leading over a field to the 
farm, he stopped. We remarked upon this, thinking it was very 
late for a visitor to be going to the farmhouse. However, he soon 
retraced his steps, and, not long after, three ladies appeared from 
the same direction and they stopped at the gate. This was a 
cause for more remarks on our part, but, after a little delay, they 
started on their way again ; almost at the same moment the dog 
came bounding into view and, in his delight at finding us, began 
to paw me. 


One of the ladies screamed: ‘‘ Oh, look at that dog jumping 
at, its? 

They had by this time nearly reached us and could hear us talking, 
and we heard one of them say in tones of relief: ‘‘ Oh, dear, what 
a fright we have had.” 

The reason for their fear became apparent to us then—my dress 
was white, and, as I afterwards tested by the aid of a substitute, 
certainly presented a most ghostlike appearance. . 
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THE BORROWED SHEET 


THE little village of Sowton, some three miles from the city of Exeter, 
has a sweet little church where the village youth met once a week 
for choir practice. One autumn evening, as they dispersed, there 
was cause indeed for terror—in the dim light a ghost was seen to 
be moving amongst the stones and shrubs in the burial ground. 
The terrified boys commenced a stampede, when one more daring 
than the rest suggested going back to investigate. 

*‘T will, Bill, if you will,” said John, plucking up courage. 
Together they returned. Yes, there, in truth, was the terrifying 
spectacle—a tall spectre clad in white raiment gliding in and out 
amongst the tombs. 


Bill suggested closer inspection. As the boys advanced the ghost 
gradually retreated. Growing bolder, Bill and John pursued and 
clutched it, when lo! a huge sheet came into their hands, and 
there, exposed to view, was a damsel who had held it aloft ona 
sweeping brush. To her dismay they made off with the sheet. 
She was in great distress as it was borrowed unknown to mother. 
After many tears, they returned the no longer ghostly robe. 


* A HUGE HAIRY MONSTER” 


WHEN I was a little boy, my father once took me to visit some 
relations, about seven miles from home. It was almost 10.0 p.m. 
when our last call was paid and we faced the rough country road 
across two miles of wild, hilly land, to the nearest station. There 
were no houses on the way except two farms, one of which was very 
old and around which hung many eerie stories. It was an inky 
black night in December, and, though my father knew the way 
intimately, we were forced to go very carefully. I frankly admit 
I was scared from the start, imagining all sorts of queer creatures— 
distorted by my infant fancy—pouncing on us from the surrounding 
blackness. Presently, my little heart leapt at a sound of moving 
chains in the distance. It was the only sound which broke the other- 
wise silent stillness. Faint at first, the sound became gradually 
louder and was obviously fast approaching. Father tried to assure 
me that it was but a farm-hand working late at the farmhouse 
about half a mile away, but I would not be consoled. I began to 
cry, and, looking back, I am sure, my father, a confirmed sceptic 
concerning ghosts, was not unmoved. The chains continued to 
rattle, with now and again a short interval of dead silence. The 
suspense terrified me beyond crying, for by this time I was convinced 
in my young mind that the devil had come. Imagine, then, my 
horror when, in one of the spaces of silence, we came suddenly up 
against a huge hairy monster! We jumped back—I in abject 
fear, father startled beyond words. Quickly regaining his presence 
of mind, he struck a match and, lo !—an old moke, trailing a tether 
chain, stood stupidly across our path! 


\ 
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A REMARKABLE CONJECTURE 


A FEW years ago my family rented for a holiday a small furnished 
terrace-house in a well-known Kent Coast resort, The house 
was very old, but the rent was low and everything seemed satisfac- 
tory. We had been there only a few days, however, when one éven- 
ing we heard strange noises like the moving of furniture in the 
back bedroom overhead. Going upstairs we found two chairs 
had changed their position! We all felt startled and helpless about 
it and ceased to use the room. To our consternation the same thing 
happened a night or two later, but this time we had difficulty in 
opening the bedroom door because a chair and table had been 
pushed against it! From inquiry of the neighbours we learned 
that the house had long been haunted—a woman having died there 
suddenly under suspicious circumstances—and that nobody ever 
stayed there more than a month ! e 


Needless to say we left the house prematurely, but not before more 
manifestations of furniture-moving had taken place. 


Being in the same town again in 1924, I asked the agents if the 
mystery had ever been solved. They said no, not conclusively, 
but when the terrace was demolished for town improvements they 
discovered—what was not known previously—a good-sized hole 
covered by a trap-door in the chimney (never used) which com- 
municated with the house next door. In that house lived a half- 
witted boy whose bedroom abutted on the haunted room and who, 
it was thought, used to crawl through the hole and terrify his 
neighbours! Anyway, he didn’t deny it! 


AN EYE IN THE NIGHT 


SOME years ago, my brother and his wife were on a cycling tour 
through England, and spent a night in a lonely inn somewhere 
in the Midlands. The inn stood on the Great North Road, near a 
spot once famous for highwaymen, in those glorious days when 
these gentlemen infested the roads of Merrie England. During 
the night they were awakened by a noise like the rattling of a chain, 
accompanied by a moaning sound. Then, a bright eye seemed to 
be watching them, out of the darkness. For a while they lay 
awake shivering and whispering over this strange eye in the darkness 
till, in the end, my brother got out of bed and struck a light. 


There was nothing in the room, but, on examining the opposite 
wall, he found a hole and, through that hole, the bright moonlight 
shone, producing an effect just like an eye. They went to sleep 
content that morning would solve the remainder of the mystery. — 
The moaning sound and the rattling chain came from a large 
kennel at the end of the inn and directly underneath their bedroom. 
The dog, restless in the bright moonlight, had prowled round his 
kennel and disturbed the sleepers. Thus was solved the weird 
mystery of the lonely inn, and the eye in the night. 
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SOLVED 


WHEN I was twelve years of age, my parents moved into a house 
which was reputed to have been haunted by an old lady, who was 
supposed to walk at night through the room she died in. Now 
this room was allotted to myself and a younger brother to sleep in. 
After a few nights, my parents saw the apparition, which nearly 
terrorised them out of their wits, and filled them with the intention 
of vacating the house at the earliest opportunity. One night we 
had all gone to bed and I could not go to sleep. I lay awake till 
near on midnight, when, suddenly, I saw a white form apparently : 
enter the room from the landing and pass along the wall and stop 
about four feet from the window. My hair began to rise and I 
broke into a heavy sweat. As I gazed at the figure I suddenly 
decided to investigate. So I sprang from the bed, and went to 
touch it, and, on my hand approaching the figure, I could see both 
my hand and fingers. Now, I thought to myself, this is very strange. 
So I looked through the window and found the solution of the 
ghost. It was a lamp being carried by some person in a house 
nearly opposite and it cast a shadow through the curtains, making 
it appear as if someone had come from towards my room door 
and stopped near the window. Judge of the relief of mind my 
parents experienced when I explained the cause of the ghost. 
And I honestly believe that a great many of the so-called ghost 
visitations could be solved by a little investigation. 


: 
THE MISSING SOCKS 


SoME years ago I went as cook to a newly married couple at a house 
in Broxbourne, Hertfordshire. The house had been empty some 
time and it was said to be haunted. Nothing happened for a few 
weeks, then, one evening, the dining-room bell rang on three 
different occasions, and when the housemaid answered the call 
she was told no one had rung. A few nights later, when we were 
all in bed, the dining-room, drawing-room, and front door bells 
rang fora long time. We did not get any rest that night, we were 
nervous. About this time two pairs of the master’s socks disappeared 
from the bottom rail of the clothes-horse when airing in the kitchen. 
This incident made us girls feel very uncomfortable, because we 
could not find the socks. We gave in our notice to leave, but, 
fortunately, the mystery was solved soon after. Coming down one 
morning at 6.30 I slipped down on something soft and dropped the 
candle, which went out. The dog, who was sleeping in the kitchen, 
barked, and I was so frightened that I really thought the ghost 
had hit me. But what I trod on was a very big rat which the dog 
had killed during the night. A search revealed a second dead rat. 
The master called in someone to make an inspection of the house 
and the floor was taken up. We then found the home of the ghost. 
All along the bell wires hung bacon rind, potato peelings and the 
remains of what were once master’s socks. So the mystery was 
solved. 
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SOME VALUABLE AIDS 
Ke Oo 


HOW TO PURCHASE OR BUILD YOUR HOUSE. 


An up-to-date guide to those who wish to own their house. 
Written by an expert, who tells clearly and concisely what 
to consider and all about Freeholds and Leaseholds, Con- 
struction of House, Mortgages, Obligations, Dilapidations, 
Waste and Fixtures, and How to Compare Old and New 
Property. 


Price 1/6, paper cover ; 2/6, cloth cover. By Post 3d. extra. 


HOME LAWYER. 


A simple guide on matters of law that every householder 
should have. The very best Legal First Aid for Parent and 
Child, Husband and Wife, Landlord and Tenant, Employer 
and Servant, Buyer and Seller, etc., etc. A special section 
on The Administration of Estates Act, The Guardianship 
of Infants Act, and The Legitimacy Act. 


Price 1/-, paper cover; 2/-, cloth cover. By Post 3d. extra. 


HOW TO START IN BUSINESS. 


This book gives complete and practical advice to anyone 
who is considering starting in business. ‘‘ What to Do,” 
‘“How to Do It,” and ‘‘ What to Avoid.’”’ These are all 
dealt with in a concise and easy-to-understand way by a 
writer who has been a retailer for twenty years. Every 
retailer and every prospective retailer will find this book 
exceedingly helpful and valuable. 


Price i/—, paper cover; 2/-, cloth cover. By Post 3d. extra. 


HOW TO BUY AND SELL A BUSINESS. 


An invaluable guide to all contemplating either. A few of 
the features of this book are:—-When Buying—Considera- 
tion of Capital, Selection of Business, Where to find what 
you want, Choosing Locality and Position, Judging Value 
and Goodwill, Taking Over. When Selling—Appearance, 
Accounts, Negotiations, and the Quickest Way to Sell. 


Price 1/-, paper cover ; 2/- cloth cover. By Post 3d. extra. 


All the above books and also those advertised on other pages in this 
list ave obtainable of all Newsagents or Booksellers, or can be had divect 
from the Publishers : 


FLEETGATE PUBLICATIONS, 
LOMBARD LANE, BOUVERIE STREET, £.C.4. 


Everything you want to know 
about Card Games 


ts to be found in the following excellent series of Shilling 
Books. They are well written by an expert, and include : 


THE A.B.C. OF MODERN CARD GAMES. 


which contains 72 games and variations from all countries. 


ROUND GAMES OF CARDS. 


is a book specially written for the Home Circle, Family 
Parties and Festive Gatherings, and should be the means 
of providing a lot of fun. 


CRIBBAGE AND BEZIQUE. 


This book is well illustrated, and the games are fully ex- 
plained in easy-to-understand language. These two games 
are again coming into favour and are difficult to beat for 
absorbing interest, particularly where the company is limited. 
Both games can be played by 2, 3 or 4 players. The five, 
six, and seven card variations of Cribbage are described, and 
the two, three, and four-handed variations of Bezique, also 
Rubicon Bezique. . 


PIQUET AND ECARTE. 


These games are also among the best for two players, and 
the former was once one of the most popular in this country. 
Both give scope for much skill, and are worthy of more 
attention than they are given at present. 


Price 1 /- each, paper cover; 2/-,clothcover. By Post, 3d. extra. 


SOME SIXPENNY BOOKS. 


Chess Made Easy. Auction Bridge Made Easy. Whist 
Made Easy. Draughts Made Easy. By Post 74d. 


All the above books and also those advertised on other pages in this 
list ave obtainable of all Newsagents or Booksellers, or can be had direct 
from the Publishers : 


. FLEETGATE PUBLICATIONS, 
LOMBARD LANE, BOUVERIE STREET, E.C.4. 


Spend Less on your Clothes 


This is a difficult thing if you would dress well, but there 
are ways and means, as explained in ‘‘ Choice and Care 
of Clothes ’—a manual for men and women who wish 
to be well and suitably dressed at little cost. This book 
is written and illustrated by an expert, who gives some 
excellent hints, to both men and women, that will save 
money. 
Among the many matters dealt with are: 


The Best Wearing Cloth—Saving a Pound on a Suit— 
Spare the Clothes Brush—Pressing, Folding, Repair- 
ing, Turning, Cleaning—Dyeing and Tinting—Cleaning 
Hats—Cleaning Furs—Treatment of Artificial Silk Jum- 
pers—Cleaning Gloves—Removing Stains of all Kinds— 
Invisible Mending—Repairing and Cleaning Mackin- 
toshes, Raincoats, and Waterproofs. 


Price 1/- By Post 1/3 
i 
From all Booksellers, or direct from the Publishers of this book. 


Experience is usually dearly bought 


Save yourself this expense by spending sixpence to learn 

from the experiences of others. 

EVERY WOMAN EVERY MAN 
should have on her should have on his book- 
bookshelf : shelf : 

_t Cookery. tt Gardening. 

¢ Household Hints. tt Poultry. 

¢ Health and TF xilet. ++ Home Handyman. 

¢ Home Doctor. tt Domestic Pets. 
Housekeeping. Lawns. 

Price 6d. each. By Post 7id. From all Booksellers, 

or direct from the Publishers of this book. 

By request, some of the above books are now offered in 

combined form in stiff covers as follows: 

HOME MANAGEMENT, which contains in stiff 
covers the four 6d. Books above’ marked 
with f e% 2/— (By Post 2/4) 

HOME HOBBIES, hohich comtanias in 1 mitt covers the four 
6d. Books above marked with ft 2/- (By Post 2/4) 

If both are ordered by post together (4/4). 


All the above books and also those advertised on other pages tn 
this list ave obtainable of all Newsagents or Booksellers, or can be 
had direct from the Publishers : 


7 FLEETGATE PUBLICATIONS, 
) LOMBARD LANE, BOUVERIE STREET, E.G.4. 
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Interest paid to a Building 
Society. 

Property Tax overpaid. 

Deduction of Tax from Int rest 
paid. 

** Casual ’”’ Profits. 

Repayment Claims. 

Adjustment of Accounts ¢ a 
Business for Income ‘ax 
Purposes: Business  -te- 
liefs, Allowances, etc. 

Profits from Letting a Furnished 
House. 


Price 1/- 


Lombard Lane, Bouverie 


ome - 
ee 


TIONS. 
a 


direct from the Publishers : 
FLEETGA"? 


66 Snags 99 
in Income Tax 


can be avoided by the outlay of one shilling 

in the purchase of the “ Daily News” Income - 
Tax Guide—the only one of its kind to deal 
simply, exhaustively and definitely with the 
The Author is Mr. Gordon New-= 
land, late of Inland Revenue. 


Some .‘oints Dealt with: 


Obtainable of all Newsagents and Booksellers, 
or direct from FLEETGATE PUBLICA- 
(‘‘ Daily News” 

St., London, E.C. 4. (By Post 2d. extra.) 


R J 
This book contains an Enquiry Form by the use of which purchasers may, for a 
nominal fee, secure information on all matters concerning Income Tax. 


All the above books and a’ > those advervised on other pages in this 
list ave obtainable of all Ne: 'sagents or Booksellers, or can be had 
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Profits from Letting Unfurnished 
or Furnished Apartments. 
Appeals. 
Dividends Paid ‘‘ Free of Tax.’’ 
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Pensions. 
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Expenses. 
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